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drtrSt Comm.inliintnt. 






''■ OW, Fanny, dear, it is time for you 
^ to go to school," said a care-worn 
jg looking woman to her jiretty 
■'^ daughter of fuurteen years old. 
mother, I don't want to go to school 
answered I'anny, " I must watch yon 
the pudding jou promised me, and 
it is Burt to rain, and then I should 
!— sitting ao long in mj wet things." 
■VilsOD looked auxioiislj at the clouds; 
■ think, m^ darling, that it will rain," 
"and you know Mr Gordon is going 
na those girls who with to be confirmed 
■ning, and he said that you had been 
negligent in your attendance at his 
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classes lately that if you missed again he should 
refuse you a ticket." 

" Yes, mother, I know/' she replied, " but 
I have changed my mind, and don't want to be 
confirmed now; I have seen the caps that 
Mary Day and Bessie Nutt are to wear, and 
they are so ugly, just the shape of that bag 
you are putting the pudding in ; I could not 
cram my curls into it. You may shake your 
head, and try to look grave, but I am sure 
you would not like to see your Fanny's head 
transformed into a boiled rice pudding. Ah, 
I am glad to see you smile again, dear mother, 
for I am going to ask you to promise me 
something, without which 1 shall be very un- 
happy/' 

" What is it ?" said Mrs. Wilson, '' I am 
afraid I spoil you sadly, for there is very little 
I refuse you." 

"I know you are a dear, kind mother," 
replied Fanny, ^'and will not deny me this 
pleasure, which I have set my heart upon. 
The truth is that as I was standing by the 
gate just now I saw Anne Smith pass by, and 
she told me that the Forresters are to have a 
picnic at Sunningdale on the 20th of this 
month, to which she is going with her mother, 
and she can get me leave to go too, if you will 
let me." 

'* Fanny, 1 cannot think of such a thing I" 



THE PIC-NIC. 8 

exclaimed Mrs. Wilson, " why that is the very 
day of the Confirmation V* 

'^ Yes, mother, I remember that, bat I really 
do not wish to be confirmed now ; there will 
be another opportunity soon, and then I shall 
be more prepared and steadier/' 

" I trust 80, my dear, but it seems like 
going back in goodness to give op what you 
have been thinking of so long: suppose any 
dreadful thing should happen to you V* 

^'Oh, mother, dear, what can happen, ex- 
cept that I shall enjoy myself of all things 7 
I am to go, you know, with Mrs. Smith, who 
is the steadiest of the steady. We are to sail 
down the river in a large house boat, there is 
to be a band of music on board, and when we 
land at Sunniugdale we are to have dinner under 
the trees, and a dance on the green afterwards, 
and we are to be home again by eight o'clock 
in the evening. Oh, it will be delightful I" 

'' Well, dear Fanny,'' said Mrs. Wilson, '' I 
do not like to deny you such a treat, but be 
careful not to get into any danger.'' 

" I will be sure to take care of myself, dear 
mother," cried Fanny, clapping her hands, 
'' and there are three kisses for you, for so 
kindly falling in with your foolish girl's wishes. 
I must wear my white frock I suppose, but my 
hat ought to have a feather, as the pink ribbons 
are so very faded." 
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''Well, we will see about it when we go 
into the town/' answered the fond mother, 
who 80 doted upon her only child that she 
sacrificed everything, even her principles, for 
the gratification of this treasure. She wor- 
shipped God's gift, and turned His blessing 
into a snare. 

The day of the fSte and of the Confirmation 
arrived, as brilliant as Fanny could wish ; the 
sun shone without a cloud, and the birds 
seemed as if they could not sing loud enough 
for joy and thankfulness. 

Fanny was dressed ^arly,.and certainly did 
look very pretty in her white frock and blue 
ribbons, which suited her fair and bright com- 
plexion; the hat with its new white feather 
shading the lively face, and dancing blue eyes, 
and sunny curls, without concealing them. 

Mrs. Wilson stood at her door watching her 
little daughter running down the hill to the 
river's bank, to join the group waiting there 
for the boat, and perhaps she may be pardoned 
in thinking her Fanny the most lovely object 
her eyes ever beheld. 

"There," she said to herseK, "people tell 
me I make an idol of uiy darling, and love 
her too much, but how can I help loving 
her when she is so good and beautiful, and 
the only child I have left out of four little 
babies — my poor husband also dead — can it 
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be wrong for a lonely widow to love her only 
child ?^' 

So reasoned Mrs. Wilson, forgetting that 
those who love any object more than God are 
not worthy of Him, and that she placed the 
creature before the Creator. Such sins are 
sure to bring their own panishment with 
them. 

Meanwhile little Fanny flitted along as happy 
as possible, the only check to her high spirits 
was her chancing to meet the carriage convey- 
ing the candidates for Confirmation to the 
neighbouring town, where the rite was to be 
administered. They looked so gravely happy, 
there was such a calm hopeful expression on 
each young face, that Fanny felt a pang of 
conscience, and a doubt would arise in her 
mind as to whether she had chosen the wiser 
part. But the carriage soon passed, and her 
gay companions called to her to make haste 
and come, for the boat was in sight. 

When once there, with the music and flatter- 
ing voices, and happy faces, she thought of 
nothing but the enjoyment of the present 
hour. Then followed the dancing on the 
grass, the dinner spread under the trees, and 
the games afterwards;* she was made a great 
deal of, for everybody was fond of her, and 
praised her liveliness, beauty, and sweet tem- 
per, until her head was full of vanity, and 

B 2 
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her spirits were raised beyond control. Self 
appeared to her to be the first object in Hfe, 
and to bring happiness to that little self 
seemed the proper destiny of every human 
being. 

The day did not pass slowly to Mrs. Wilson, 
she was a bnsy^ active woman, and took in wash- 
ing, which she managed very well, and therefore 
obtained plenty of employment ; bat she was 
so carefal of her little girl that she only allowed 
her to help in the light work, and therefore 
did not miss her much on this occasion. She 
gave a sigh now and then for the merry voice 
and bright face which were the delight and 
pride of her heart, and paused in hanging her 
white garments to dry to imagine what Fanny 
was then doing, and whether she would enjoy 
herself as much as she expected. 

Now the time came for Fanny's return, the 
clothes were all dry and folded, the kettle was 
singing its contented and most comfortable 
song, the cat had chosen the warmest place by 
the fire and was eyeing with a complacent air 
the preparations for tea, and the hot toast on 
the hob, which was imbibing as much butter 
as it could carry. 

Mrs. Wilson looked dt)und the room, there 
was nothing wanting to add brightness to the 
scene, or that could offer a warmer welcome to 
the tired little pleasure- seeker when she made 



THE FIC-NIC. 7 

her appearance^ so she stepped oatside her 
hoase to watch for her darling's return, with- 
out whom she feels home would be valueless^ 
and life would be a blank. 

What does she see in the distance which 
makes her heart throb with horror ? There is 
a great crowd collected, they stand by the 
water's edge, the boat is there also, and people 
run this way and that as if some accident had 
happened and they were all in great trouble 
and perplexity — suppose anything should be 
the matter with her treasure! The thought 
was frightful, and she remained without the 
power of moving, and felt as if a terrible dream 
was passing, while she saw the crowd divide, 
and two or three people approach carrying some 
object between them ; they came nearer, and 
poor Mrs. Wilson sinks to the ground, for her 
trembling knees can no longer support her as 
she recognizes the form they bear to be that 
of her darling child, her clothes dripping with 
wet, and she to all appearance dead. When 
the neighbours saw Mrs. Wilson, they ran to 
her, and tried to raise her from the ground, 
and explain to her that Fanny could not be 
much hurt, for she was only a moment in the 
water. She was crossing a plank which led 
from the boat to the shore when she turned 
quickly to make a laughing reply to some one 
still in the boat, unfortunately her foot slipped 
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and she fell into the river ; she was instantly 
pulled out by those on the shore, but they 
feared she must have fallen against a stone 
or something else, as she was still insensible. 
The doctor was sent for at once, and would 
no doubt be here directly, when he would be 
sure to tell her there was not much the 
matter. 

Poor Mrs. Wilson seemed as. if she could 
not listen to them just then, she turned away 
her face, and rising with sudden strength, she 
helped them to place her daughter in her little 
bed, taking off her wet things, and wrapping 
her in blankets : they then rubbed her chilled 
limbs in hopes of restoring animation, but 
without effect; and most anxiously they waited 
for the doctor, who however soon came, accom- 
panied by the clergyman. He was returning 
from the Confirmation in his carriage, when he 
heard what had happened, and drove home 
quickly for such things as he thought might 
be wanted before he joined the terror-stricken 
party at the cottage. 

With what fear and trembling the group 
round the bed watched the exertions of the 
doctor to bring back life to the little inanimate 
form, may be imagined ; the mother, with a 
white stony face, did mechanically all that was 
required of her, but she never spoke, and her 
eyes never left her daughter's face. At last a 
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tbrill passed through every one present, for 
they perceived a slight qaiver cross Fanny's 
lips for a moment, — then came a sigh, — and 
gradually her breathing returned, and she 
opened her eyes which all feared had been 
closed for ever. 

When she saw her mother bending over her 
and gazing with trembling hope in her face, 
she softly uttered her name, but the reaction 
from despondency to hope was too much for 
poor Mrs. Wilson, she fell down in a fffinting 
fit, and her neighbours carried her into another 
room. She soon came to herself, and was the 
further cheered by the news that Fanny was 
certainly better ; Mr. Gordon made her drink 
a glass of wine, for he told her he feared she 
had still a great deal of anxiety to go through. 

" Oh, sir, pray for me,'' she said, " if perhaps 
my sin may be forgiven me; I see now how 
wicked I have been in loving my little girl 
more than my 6od. I brought her up to live 
only for vanity and pleasure, and when I saw 
her lying dead, as I thought, I knew that I 
had killed her, body and soul. Pray for her, 
sir, that she may be spared for a little while, 
to return to her Saviour's fold, and that I 
may have grace given me to repent, and to 
undo some of the evil I have done." 

" You certainly have been too indulgent to 
Fanny," replied Mr. Gordon,, ''and allowed 
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yourself to love her too much, giving her all 
your hearty which ought to belong to God only. 
But let us pray that this judgment may have 
been sent in mercy to draw you both nearer to 
Him. I must not keep you from your poor 
invalid now; I will call again early in the 
morning, and I hope I shall find her as much 
better as we could wish/' 

Mrs. Wilson thanked him for his kindness^ 
and went to Fanny's bedside, where the doc- 
tor strll remained, but his little patient had 
fallen into a quiet sleep; the mother gave a 
long loving look at the sweet face lying there 
so very white and still, and it suddenly struck 
her with a pang of anguish, that the expres- 
sion of her darling's features was different to 
what it had ever been before, there seemed a 
sort of wan look, as if the finger of death had 
left his mark upon her. Mrs. Wilson gave a 
startled imploring glance at the doctor^ and 
saw that he looked very grave and sad. 

" Sir/' she whispered^ " tell me, is she dy- 
mg?" 

" I will not deceive you, my poor woman," 
he answered, ^' I fear she will never be strong 
again." 

" Will she die to-night ?" asked Mrs. Wil- 
son in a low voice; ''pray, sir, do not hide 
anything from me." 

'^No," he replied, ''no immediate change 
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is to be apprehended; but poor little Fanny 
must have struck her back against a stone 
when she fell into the river^ for I fear she has 
injured her spine; if so^ she may linger for 
some time^ but I can do nothing to save her 
life. I feel very sorry for you, Mrs. Wilson, 
but I think it kinder that yon should know 
the worst at once. I wish 1 may find cause 
in the morning to alter my opinion.^' 

When he was gone, Mrs. Wilson begged 
her neighbours to leave her, and remained 
alone by her little girl^s bedside to wrestle 
with her grief, and to struggle for resignation ; 
she prayed as she had never prayed before, that 
the past might be forgiven her, and that she 
might have grace to redeem the time to come, 
that her cross might become a blessing to her. 
She rose from her knees somewhat comforted, 
and resolving that she would leave all in the 
hands of God, for He knew what was best for 
her and her child also, when she saw that Fan- 
ny's eyes were wide open, and fixed upon her. 

" Have you been praying for me, dear mo- 
ther V she said ; ** I hope you have, for I seem 
too weak to pray for myself ; I see how my 
whole life has been passed in folly, vanity, and 
idleness, and now Gov is going to call me to 
appear before Him, and what account can I give 
of the fourteen years I have passed here V^ 

" My darling, it is my fault that you have 
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not tbought more of serious things/' ex- 
claimed her mother^ " I have been too anxious 
about your happiness in this worlds and not 
thought enough of your eternal welfare ; but 
we will repent together^ dear Fanny^ and per- 
haps our Heavenly Father will forgive us 
both^ and spare you to me a little longer.'^ 

^' No, mother, I feel sure I shall never get 
up again ; I cannot move my body in the least, 
it feels like a useless log ; and if I thought 
my sins would be forgiven, I should be glad to 
die, that I might be saved from sinning any 
more. But you must not blame yourself, 
dear mother, for my faults, for you have often 
warned me that I was acting wrong, but I did 
not listen to you/' 

" Well, Fanny, I must not let you talk any 
more now, you must try and rest, and in the 
morning Mr. Gordon is coming, and will tell 
us both what we must do to repent.'' 

So Mrs. Wilson shaded the light from her 
daughter's eyes, and saying a short but fervent 
prayer, Fanny dozed till the morning, and 
then awoke with the same impossibility of 
moving her lower limbs, which made poor Mrs. 
Wilson fear there was no hope ; and when the 
doctor came he shook his head sorrowfully, 
and owned that she would never rise from her 
bed again, but that she might remain some 
Weeks in her present state. 
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Fanny begged to be told exactly wbat be 
said, and tben watched with feverish eageraess 
for Mr. Gordon's coming. She was so anxious 
to talk with him^ and hear if he thought she 
might ever hope to be forgiven, especially with 
regard to her neglect of Confirmation^ which 
weighed very heavily on her conscience. 

Mr. Gordon did not keep them long ex- 
pecting, he was a good and kind man, to whom 
every one might go in their difficulties^ both 
of soul and body. He was gentle and patient 
to all^ but at the same time he did not conceal 
their faults, or hesitate to tell them when he 
saw them in the wrong. 

** Sir^ I am so glad to see you,'' said poor 
Fanny, "for whenever I have been awake in 
the night, I have been thinking that there is no 
hope for me either in this world or the next." 

** Fanny, we must never despair of the mercy 
and love of Gon ; our blessed Sayioub's love 
for ns was so great that He came down upon 
earth, and sufiered a cruel death to call sinners 
to repentance, and to save their souls. Do 
you feel real sorrow for having loved your 
own pleasure more than you loved your 
Sa vioua ?" 

" Yes, sir, I know that I am sorry for my 
many sins, but how can I be sure that it is 
not the fear of eternal punishment only which 
affects me so strongly V 

c 
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'* We can be sure of nothing, my poor child, 
in this life, but the love of our Savioub Jbsus 
Christ ; fix your thoughts on Him, and re- 
member His own words, ' He that cometh unto 
Me, I will in no wise cast out;' and again^ 
^ Come unto Me, all ye that are weary and 
heavy laden, and i will give you rest.' He is 
not willing that any should perish. If 600 
spared you a little longer, would you eudea* 
vour to love Him more, and think less of the 
vanities of this world V 

''Indeed,'' replied Fanny with tears in her 
eyes, '' I trust and believe I should ; but I am 
so weak and unstable, I am afraid of falling 
»gain if I was tempted." 

Then Mr. Gordon led her to have faith in 
the grace of GoDj and to feel that even repent* 
ance must be His gift, and must be prayed for 
before we can hope to receive it. And after 
an earnest prayer, he left both Mrs. Wilson 
and her little girl much calmer, and more re- 
signed to the will of God. 

Poor Fanny remained in almost the same 
state for several weeks, Mr. Gordon seeing her 
every day, and finding her and her mother also 
very humble and contrite, but leaning on the 
love and mercy of their Saviour, and looking 
forward with trembling hope to meeting here- 
after in a happy immortality. The poor little 
girl was sometimes in much pain^ but she bore 
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all with the greatest patience^ not a murmur 
escaped her lips^ and she would at those times 
get her mother to read to her some pretty 
hymns Mr. Gordon had lent her, which spoke 
of the joys of heaven^ and of no sorrow or pain 
entering there. Mrs. Wilson was wonderfully 
calm and resigned at this trying time; she 
saw that Fanny was getting weaker, and she 
could not shut her eyes to the fact that the end 
mast soon be ; but she had given up her own 
will to that of her Heavenly Father, and was 
ready to part with her treasure into His hands 
when He saw fit. At length, after a night of 
great suffering, poor little Fanny breathed her 
last, — her mother was holding her hand, and 
Mr. Gordon was reading the prayer which 
commended her soul to Gon, when her spirit, 
purified and refined, returned to Him Who 
made it. The first early ray of sunshine flick- 
ered upon her soft features for a moment, but 
she was unconscious of it ; the light that she 
saw arise in the land of happier spirits, was 
*'the Sun of Righteousness, with healing in 
His wings.*' 

Mrs. Wilson did not succumb to her great 
sorrow, she remained very quiet and gentle, 
but she had a kind word for all, and was ever 
ready to help those who needed it. Children 
especially were her delight, and Mr. Gordon 
advised her to give up washing, as she was not 
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80 strong as sbe was formerly^ and establish a 
school for little children; this was to her a 
labour of love ; she was always kind and gen- 
tle to her scholars^ though she was very firm 
in teaching obedience^ and in checking vanity^ 
or too great love of pleasure in her young 
flock^ and they all loved and respected her 
accordingly. 

Her religion was very cheerful, and full of 
hope; and no one would guess as they saw 
her come with a calm and happy face into 
church every Sunday, after placing fresh flow- 
ers on the graves of her dear ones, lying side 
by side beneath the old yew tree in the church- 
yard, that her afiections were once so concen-i 
trated upon the little girl last buried there, as 
to obstruct her view of her Saviour and her 
hopes of Heaven. 

Below the names on the grave-stone she 
placed these texts : — 

^^ Whoso loveth father or mother more thaa 
Me, is not worthy of Me." 

*' The Lord gave, and the IjORd has taken 
away ; blessed be the Name of the Lord," 
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^ttoM Commandment. 

" Waste fiot thy lore on gold or toys. 
They perish in a day ; 
But seek in Heayen those blessed joys 
WhicHnnrcr will decay." 

ILLIE Jones was the son of a mineri 
^ who worked iu the coal mines 



in the little village of Ashley^ in 
Glamorganshire. 
He was a sharp, active lad, and when he was 
old enough he followed the same employ- 
ment as his father. At an early age he showed 
an extraordinary love of money, and a pro<* 
pensity for saving which evinced an amount 
of self-denial worthy of a better cause. When 
quite a little fellow^ if any one gave him a 
penny he would keep it laid carefully by until 
he obtained another, so that at last quite a 
little sum was collected, and put away into his 
mother's best teapot for him ; and then he 
would give way to a burst of grief when she 

c 2 
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spent it in baying a pair of shoes^ or anything 
of which he was in want. 

Unfortunately his father and mother rather 
fostered this tendency to hoarding in Willie's 
mind, by calling him their rich boy^ and their 
saving son^ and by telling him that he would 
heap up a fortune for himself one of these 
days, not perceiving that the love of money 
was becoming quite a passion with him, and 
that he was really worshipping those little 
pieces of coin instead of his Maker. 

A story is told of Willie, that on one oc- 
casion when Mrs. Jones returned from market 
she brought back a nosegay with her, as it was 
difficult to make flowers grow in their garden 
so near the coal mines ; she held it to Willie's 
nose, '^ Does it not smell sweet V* she said. 

" What did it cost, mother V^ he asked. 

" A penny/' was her reply. 

The little mercenary boy took up a penny^ 
from the table, and holding it towards hia 
mother, he exclaimed, '^ Try which smells the 
sweetest, mother." 

One day when he was about seven years old, 
his father allowed him to go with some boys 
to a fair, which was held at a town about two 
miles distant, and gave him sixpence to spend 
there. This was the larsest sum he had ever 
received at one time, and it gave him an un* 
limited amount of delight to look at it, and to 
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know that it was his very own^ and that he 
coald do as he liked with it. What he liked 
best would be^ he felt^ to hoard it up carefully 
and never to spend it^ and he resolved that 
come what might he would bring it safe home 
again^ for that it would be far more pleasure to 
him to have it always to look at than to spend 
it in the most captivating manner. 

Presently the little merry party reached the 
town, where the fun of the fair was at its 
highest. They stopped first to look at Punch, 
and have a good laugh at his killing his wife 
and baby in his usual lively manner, and re- 
fusing to be hung afterwards ; I fear his terrible 
end and the fine moral of the play they did 
not trouble themselves much about. The next 
delight was a tremendously loud band with a 
bear dancing in the centre of the performers. 
Willie and his friends stood close to the big 
drum, which was about the size of Willie him* 
self^ and enjoyed to the utmost the loud thumps 
upon it, and the forlorn hoppings of poor 
Bruin. 

Sut Willie never forgot his beloved sixpence 
or neglected his care of it for a moment; he 
put it in his pocket, and kept it closed within 
his hand that he might have the pleasure of 
feeling it and knowing it was safe. 

They next came to a merry-go-round, and 
Willie's companions were soon in the cars. 
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revelling in the delicious sensation of the swing, 
which felt something between the ascent of a 
balloon, and the pleasant movement of a boat 
in a high gale. Willie stood underneath, and 
watched them rising and falling, and listened 
to their shouts and laughter, and their entreaties 
to him to join them in their merrj dance in 
the air ; but nothing could tempt him, though 
they called him a coward, while all the time 
he was longing to be with them ; still his six-* 
pence remained unbroken in his pocket. '^ What^ 
change that lovely lily-white coin,'' thought 
he, *' and have only five ugly brown pieces of 
money in exchange I'' the fun, great as it was, 
was not worth the outlay, and when his com- 
panions were turned out of the merry-go-round 
to make room for others, he congratulated 
himself at having resisted the temptation. 

Close by was a menagerie of wild beasts, 
into which all the boys rushed with great 
delight, whilst the stedfast Willie contented 
himself with staring at the fierce lions and 
tigers painted outside, and listening to the 
roars of the real animals within, and the in- 
satiable elephant ringing his bell for more 
cakes and gingerbread. 

They afterwards passed by a show where a 
very fat lady exhibited herself; but Willie was 
satisfied with admiring her lovely portmt out- 
side, as she appeared with red cheeks, and 



THE MINER*8 SON. 21 

flaxen, corkscrew ringlets, attired in a bine 
satin dress, her fat arms and fingers loaded 
with bracelets and rings. Next came a great 
attraction to the boys in the shape of a penny 
theatre, where the death of Neleon was im- 
mortalized ; but though there was a great deal 
of firing, noise, and smoke, as Nelson sinking 
into Captain Hardy's arms cried, ^'^Ardy, 
'Ardy, I am wounded, kiss roe ere I die:^' 
and though he showed himself to the admiring 
crowd outside in cocked hat, sword, and pig* 
tail, yet Willie's sixpence remained whole in 
his pocket. 

Presently he found himself near a tempta- 
tion of a very trying sort — this was a " cheap 
Jack,^' who was selling the most astonishing 
things at fabulously low prices. Knives that 
would cut through a deal board, boxes of 
pills that would cure all diseiases under the 
sun, whips that would manage the most 
refractory animals, needles which if put into 
the work at night would be found to have 
finished it in the morning, magnificent gold 
watches warranted never to lose a moment and 
never to want winding up, and money boxes 
which had the wonderful power of doubling 
whatever money was put into them. This 
last Willie doubted over for some time, it 
would be so delightful to put his sixpence 
into the box and to find in a little while it 
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had turned into a shilling. But then to part 
with twopence out of his nice piece of silver 
would be too dreadful^ so he walked resolutely 
away. 

And now Willie began to be very. hungry, 
and his mouth watered as his eyes met the 
piles of gingerbread, oranges^ apples, and cakes 
on every side ; but he thought if he only waited 
until he returned home his mother would give 
him some supper^ and what signified a little 
present discomfort to the lasting grief of having 
spent his money ? • 

His companions soon got rid of their last 
penny, and then begged him to lend them his 
sixpence, but this he stoutly refused. A boy 
who had resisted all the fascinations of the 
fair for one unworthy object would not be 
likely to give up that object for the pleasure 
of others. 

So the day closed in, and the boys returned 
home, and great was the laughter when it was 
told that Willie's sixpence was still snugly in 
his pocket, but he bore the ridicule very un* 
concernedly; he felt he had the best of the 
argument in possessing his treasure still, and 
he gave so good an account of the wonders of 
the fair that his parents said he was a very 
clever boy for seeing so much for nothing. 

Willie went to his bed with his worshipped 
sixpence under his pillow, and awoke as soon 
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83 it WM light to admire his cherished po8te8-> 
lion, and consider how he oould add to it. 

Mr. Hamilton, the clergyman, gave him 
sometimes a few pence for pulling np weeds in 
the Rectory garden, but his mother generally 
kept all the money he earned to help in buying 
his clothes. Now and then however he managed 
to scrape together some eoppers surreptitiously 
by holding a gentleman^s horse, or running on 
an errand for any one, and these pence he would 
secrete until be obtained a sufficient number 
to change them for a shilling, this was his 
secret but greatest delight. 

When he was ten years old he began to 
work with his father in the coal mines, and 
being strong and willing he soon received good 
wages, and these continued to increase as he 
grew older and became more expert, especially 
as be was always ready to undertake the most 
dangerous work, not from the love of adven- 
ture or the ambition of overcoming difficulties, 
but solely from the desire of gain, so that 
among his companions he got the name of 
" Wide-awake Willie." 

At the end of two years he asked his mother 
to allow him to keep his wages himself, out of 
which he would engage to provide his own 
food and clothing. 

" Well, my dear," she said, " you are such 
a careful lad that I think I cannot do better 
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than let you have the care of your own money ^ 
perhaps you may make it go farther than I 
can^ and I will promise to patch and mend for 
you as heretofore, and to cook the victuals you 
bring me/^ 

This exactly suited Willie ; he was now able 
to please himself by buying cheap but strong 
and very coarse garments, and food of a com- 
mon sort, which was to be had at a low rate, 
but sufficiently good nevertheless to support 
him through his hard day^s work in the dark 
regions underground. 

By this means he was able to put by some 
of his wages every week, so that at the age of 
fifteen he had actually saved twenty pounds. 
This sum he kept in sovereigns, the brightest 
he could procure, and he tied them in a 
leathern bag which he kept in a hole dug in 
the floor of an outhouse. He visited this spot 
as may be supposed on every possible oppor- 
tunity, the last thing at night and the first 
thing in the morning he stole to his treasure, 
and removing the stone which concealed the 
hole, he took out his bag, and spread the 
bright golden pieces before him, admiring their 
shining faces, and wishii^ -that by counting 
them over and over again he could make more 
of them. 

No ignorant heathen ever worshipped his 
hideous, deformed, miserable idol with more 
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adoration and greater reverence than Willie 
felt for his twenty sovereigns. They frequently 
appeared to him in his dreams at nighty and 
when he was in church his thoughts were 
chiefly employed in reckoning how much of 
bis earnings he should be able to put by the 
next morning. 

No one will suppose after the description I 
have given of Willie^s penurious habits that he 
ever gave any money away^ he always declared 
he could not afford it, and as he kept his 
hoard an inviolable secret^ everybody believed 
him. 

About this time one of the miners was 
attacked with scarlet fever^ which left him 
very ill and feeble for several weeks, so that 
he was not able to work ; then all his family 
took the infection, and in the midst of this 
sickness his wife added a ninth baby to the 
lot. They were reduced to the greatest dis- 
tress^ and obliged to sell their furniture at a 
time when they wanted it the most. The 
other miners, who generally feel much for 
any of their fellow-workmen when they are 
in difficulties, raised a little subscription, 
amongst themselves, to help this poor man 
Richards, and his large family ; and Willie 
was asked if he would not contribute a trifle 
in so good a cause ; but his usual reply, that 
'^ he could not spare it,^' was supposed to be 
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unanswerable. One morning he went early to 
count and admire his sovereigns, before start- 
ing for the mines. He could always do this 
without suspicion, as he and his father kept 
their mining tools in the outhouse, and, there- 
fore, it was not surprising that he should go 
there. His treasure was all safe, and he issued 
forth with a glad face, his tools over his shoul- 
der, thinking how soon he should add to his 
store, for he was going to have high wages to- 
day, as a new part of the mine was to be 
opened, and he had agreed to work there, 
upon receiving extra payment. He passed by 
Bichards' cottage, where the eldest girl was 
standing outside the door ; she was recovering 
from the fever, and looked very thin, and pale, 
and wan, and worse still, very hungry, and 
her large eyes filled with tears, as she gave a 
longing, wistful look at Willie's great hunch 
of bread and bacon, which he was carrying in 
his hand for his dinner down in the mine. 
His conscience gave him a twinge, and it crossed 
bis mind, whether it would be possible to 
divide his dinner with little Mary ; but then 
he knew that it would not be at all more than 
he should require to work upon all day, and 
that if he gave her this meal, and went to buy 
more, he should in that case be so much 
farther off the attainment of another sovereigq, 
for which he was employing all his energies ; 
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so he turned his face the other way, and pre- 
tended not to see her^ and felt glad when he 
found himself descending into the pit — to 
those black caves^ where the light of day never 
penetrated, and where his lamp shed but a 
faint trembling ray, making the awful dark* 
ness stiH more perceptible to those unaccus- 
tomed to such scenes. But Willie saw nothing 
dreadful in the place, he was so used to the 
black rocks on every side (spending nearly half 
his time amongst them), that he rather admired 
the mine, and considered it as a powerful 
means of coining money. Somehow to-day 
he did not feel in his usual spirits : the thin 
pinched face^ and beseeching eyes^ of poor 
little Mary, continually appeared before him. 
He worked away, however, vigorously, and 
was at the farthest extremity of the mine, far 
away from the other workmen, rejoicing in the 
thought that a few more strokes would admit 
him into the new chamber of coal ; when, as 
he opened his lamp to trim it, there came a 
most tremendous noise, as if a cannon had 
been discharged close to his ear. The earth 
trembled and shook under him, he was thrown 
with violence to the ground, and remembered 
no more until he came to himself with a dull, 
confused feeling; he found himself in utter 
darkness, his lamp being crushed and extin- 
guished in the fall. As his consciousness 
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gradually returned^ the dreadful realities of 
his situation broke upon him ; he groped 
along in the direction that he knew ought to 
lead him to the entrance of the mine^ and 
found it closed up with huge masses of coal. 
He felt about on all sides — horror of horrors 
— he was enclosed in a crevice three feet wide, 
and about six feet long^ his pickaxe too was 
buried under the chaos of coal, so that he had 
no power of helping himself in the least, or 
hope of making himself heard, shut in as be 
was within those thick walls. 

Poor Willie tried to scream out loud, but 
only a muffled sound was the result, and from 
the intense stillness that reigned in his narrow 
prison, where the only sound audible was his 
own hurried breathing — he felt how hopelessly 
removed he was from the outer world, and from 
the help of man. He sat down on the floor, 
with his head buried in his hands, and ima- 
gioed how long it would be at home before 
they missed him. He pictured his father re- 
turning after his day's work was over, and his 
mother asking where her Willie was 7 and his 
father answering, that ^' no doubt he will soon 
be here ;'' and then their waiting some time, 
and at last getting up and inquiring about 
him ; and then, if they found out the slip, and 
at the end of several days had succeeded in 
digging through the mass of coal, what would 
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they find? — the miserable remains of their 
boy, starved to death in that terrible placet 
He shuddered, and sobbed aloud, as he won- 
dered why he had not been crushed beneath 
the blocks of coal, instead of being reserved for 
this dreadful lingering death. Then he tried to 
tarn his thoughts to God and Heaven, when 
all at once the besetting sin of his life rose up 
before him with terrible distinctness. Con- 
science showed him how he had made an idol 
of his money, how he had worshipped it all 
his life instead of his God, and all bis wasted 
opportunities of improvement presented them- 
selves to him, and the warnings he bad had 
to turn from his evil ways and be saved. He 
could now perceive how the love of money had 
destroyed his love for his Savioub, and for his 
fellow-creatures ; how it had eaten all the good 
out of him, and left him selfish, covetous, and 
irreligious, and now it was too late I He could 
never hope to have the time granted him, to 
amend his life. With agony he thought that 
he was dying without being saved, and with 
all his load of sin upon his head. Willie sunk 
down upon his knees and prayed for mercy. 
" Oh Saviour of the world,*' he cried, " save 
me the greatest of sinners, for Thine own dear 
sake/' Might it not be possible, he thought, 
that he was spared a sudden death, that he 
might have time for repentance 7 The good- 
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ness of God was so great^ and He was so 
grieved that any should perish, that, perhaps, 
even Willie's sins, (great as they were^) might 
be forgiven him, though at the eleventh hour. 
So Willie let his whole life pass before him^ 
and prayed long and heartily to be forgiven 
for all he had done amiss; he hated the 
thought of his sin now so much, that he could 
scarcely fancy, if he were allowed to retuni 
to the living world again, that it could be 
any temptation to him to recur again to it ; 
still he knew his own weakness, and how 
often his Saviour had tried to open his heart 
in times past without being heard, he therefore 
prayed for the grace of God's Holt Spirit, 
without which he felt he could do nothing. 
He then became more calm, and softly said to 
himself a little hymn he remembered to have 
learnt at school. 

*' See at thy door I stand and knock, 
Oh let Me enter in ; 
Tarn not away from Me and mock, 
I come to deanae thy sin. 

** I gently knock with pierced hand, 
Hand pierc'd by sin of thine ; 
Let Me not thos so vainly stand, 
I bring you grace divine. 
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Your path is closed, and choked with weed. 

My light shall clear the way ; 
Open to Me, My help you need, 

Then night shall turn to day. 
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" Yaar froits lie waste, and heedlesi hXi, 
Collect them for the Lokd ; 
The Master calls, He needs them all, 
Lend, then, to Him your hoard. 

** Locked is your rusted, nigged door, 
And long I watch and wait ; 
With love I call again once more^ 
Hear ! lest it be too late." 

The tears ran down Willie's cheeks as he re- 
membered how often his Saviour had knocked 
at his hearty and he had refused to open it to 
Him ; how many occasions of doing good he 
had wasted^ and again little Mary's hungry 
eyes appeared before him as he had seen her 
when he passed her by in the morning without 
a word or look of help. Oh^ for ten minutes 
upon earth to remedy this neglect ! but now it 
was too late. 

He prayed again that for the love of Christ 
it might not be too late for repentance, and 
being quite worn out with all that he had gone 
through^ he fell into a deep sleep which lasted 
he did not know how long^ for night and day 
were alike in that dark place. 

Poor boy, he awoke, suffering dreadfully 
from thirst, but though he tried not to think 
about it, visions of refreshing drinks would 
rise up before him, he seemed to hear the 
trickle of his mother's delicious tea as she 
poured it out into the cups; and then he 
imagined himself standing by the river that 
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was rolling overhead, he saw the sunlight flicker 
upon its clear placid bosom, — what would he 
not give for one draught of its bright water I 
he thought with horror of his sovereigns buried 
in the ground; could they help him? It 
astonished him now to think how he could be 
so infatuated and wicked as to worship such 
miserable trash, and he lifted his heart to his 
Heavenly Fatheb for patience and resignation 
to His holy will. 

As he lay on his back keeping quite stilly 
and feeling very weak and faint, he heard a 
sound like the click of a pickaxe at a great 
distance ; be listened with startled ears, was it 
possible that God in His great mercy was go* 
ing to spare him, to redeem his life 7 But 
no, thought he, the sound was so far o£f» 
that it was not likely he should live until they 
reached him ; still he certainly heard the strokes 
of the pickaxe, but he became less and less 
able to listen, as the air of his prison was be- 
coming exhausted, and he felt in a sort of 
dream, and knew nothing of what was passing, 
until he opened his eyes and saw his father 
bending over him, and heard his fervent, 
*' Thank God V 

Mr. Hamilton stood near, and held a jug in 
his hand filled with hot broth, which he made 
him drink before they carried him home ; there 
everything was prepared for him, and his mo- 
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ther bad wanned the bed^ so that he soon fell 
into a refreshing sleep. 

When Willie awoke late in the next day, 
his mother was watching him, and Mr. Ham- 
ilton was standing near; he felt weak, but 
qaite clear as to what had happened to him. 

" Oh, sir,*^ he said to the clergyman, " thank 
God for me that He has spared me to repent, 
for I have been a grievous sinner.^' 

Mr. Hamilton said a short but fervent prayer, 
and then he would not let him exert himself 
by talking until he had taken some breakfast, 
for he had remained a night and a day in that 
terrible mine, and consequently without food. 

As soon as Willie was allowed to speak, he 
told Mr. Hamilton and his mother of the be- 
setting sin of his life, and begged them to go 
at once and get his treasure out of the hole 
where it lay hidden. They soon found it, but 
he begged them not to bring it near him, as 
he could not bear the sight of it, — " it seemed 
like the price of his soul/' he said, and he 
besought Mr. Hamilton to bestow it all in 
charity, and first in relieving the wants of the 
poor Richards' family. 

Mr. Hamilton consulted his mother, and 
rather demurred at spending so large a sum in 
this manner ; he advised putting part of it in 
the savings' bank, to be ready for bim in case 
of sickness or poverty ; but Mrs. Jones wished 
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him to follow Willie's wishes in the matter^ 
" it was his own money," she said, " and he 
had the right of doing what he liked with it ; 
and if his conscience would be easier by giving 
the money away for the good of others, why, 
please God, she would not be the one to stand 
in his way." 

So Mr. Hamilton went first to the Richards', 
and he found Richards himself better, and 
hoping to be able to work again in the follow- 
ing week, so he gave him seven pounds out of 
Willie's savings, which would enable him to 
get his furniture back, pay the doctor's bill^ 
and set him straight with the world ; and when 
he went away amidst the blessings of the whole 
family, he told Mary that Willie wanted to 
speak to her. 

It was very touching when Mary came, to 
see the boy so humbly own his fault to her, 
and ask her to forgive him, and his shrinking 
away from the thanks she gave for all he had 
done for her family, as if it brought shame to 
him for such tardy kindness. 

Next Sunday the Holy Communion was to 
be administered at Ashley Church, and Mr. 
Hamilton had often wished Willie to partake 
of this solemn rite, and had talked to him on 
the subject, but he had always put it off until 
a more convenient season. Now he was most 
anxious to receive it, and was only fearful of 
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his own unwortbiness to draw near to the 
heavenly feast; but Mr. Hamilton reminded 
him that we are not to wait till we are perfect 
before we come^ bat that if Goo sees that we 
really desire to do what is right, and are in 
earnest in trying to forsake our sins, He bids 
ns approach His Holy Table, and will give us a 
blessing there, and grace to help us for the 
time to come. 

So Willie thankfully prepared himself for 
this great feast, and as he walked slowly to 
church between his father and mother, looking 
still very pale, and though serious, very calm 
and happy, many were the glances cast on 
him by the passers-by, who were curious to see 
the boy who had been buried alive and dug up 
again, while his friends pressed round him to 
shake hands and congratulate. This was al- 
most too much for the poor fellow, whose heart 
was full to overflowing with its varied emo- 
tions, and he was thankful to find himself in 
Church, where the quiet and repose were very 
soothing; and when Mr. Hamilton read the 
Thanksgiving Prayer in a voice that trembled 
with deep feeling, adding the especial clause 
of praise and thanksgiving from Willie '' for 
God's late mercies vouchsafed unto him,'' an 
irrepressible sob burst from the poor boy's 
heart, as he thought of the goodness of his 
Saviour in delivering him from '' the valley 
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of the shadow of death;'' and remembered 
those blessed words which seemed as if ad- 
dressed to him^ " This my son was dead, and 
is alive again, he was lost, aad is found;" and 
he resolved that his life so spared, should be 
henceforth devoted to his Master's service. 

The impression thus made was never ob- 
literated ; as soon as he was able to work again, 
he begged his mother to take charge of his 
wages, and buy what she thought he wanted 
with them, but not to ask him about the dis- 
posal of his money. He always reserved a 
tenth part, which he spent every week in 
charity, and when his friends wondered he 
could spare so much, he laughed, and told 
them he never missed it. 

His great pleasure was in helping others, 
so that if anybody wanted anything done, he 
was told, " Go to Willie Jones, he will help 
you." He gave a great deal of his spare time 
to Richards and his family, working in their 
garden for them, and making their cottage 
comfortable. His money had come to them 
just at a time when it was roost useful, they 
were able to get back their furniture^ and re- 
turning health brought back work again, so 
they and their cottage soon presented as dif- 
ferent a picture as can be imagined from the 
sad day of Willie's accident. 

In the winter evenings he taught Mary 
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Richards to write^ and be read many instruc- 
tive and interesting books witb her, and as she 
was a quick clever girl^ and had a retentive 
memory, she made such good progress, that in 
a few years, when the old village schoolmistress 
died, Mr. Hamilton considered her sufficiently 
educated to take her place ; and in due time 
she and Willie, or rather Mr. William Jones, 
as he was then called, were married, and a 
very happy couple they were. 

It was a. great pleasure to me to look in 
upon them of an evening after his work was 
over, he appeared so bright and fresh in his 
neat clean garments, for he was always very 
particular in his dress, — his idea was, that if 
the body was dirty and slatternly, it was often 
a sign that the soul was also in an untidy 
state, — and he generally had a rose, or some 
other flower in his button-hole, this was rather 
a rarity in those black regions, where the coal 
dust destroys vegetation. Then he had such a 
genial smile, that it did one's heart good to see 
it, and a pleasant joke, or a kind story to tell 
of somebody. I used to say one felt in better 
humour with oneself and the world in general^ 
after talking to him. 

His wife sat by sewing, she was a nice look- 
ing woman, but was quieter than her husband, 
and smiled gently at his lively sallies. She 
had the care of the purse, as he still refused to 
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have anything to do with money^ but as she 
was very prudent, she^ very likely^ managed 
better for him than he would have done for 
himself; and he used to laugh and tell a good 
story of his wife buying a pig at a wondrously 
cheap rate at the neighbouring market^ and 
how the vendor said *' he would rather by half 
deal with a man than a woman, for the latter 
were so hard at a bargain/' while all the time 
she fancied that she was being imposed upon. 
"But now/' he added, "Mary knows what 
she ought to give for a pig, and gives it 
willingly." 

They still kept to their old custom of giving 
away the tenth of their income every week, 
but they did not restrict themselves to this 
sum^ if there was any great distress around 
them, or people who required help. 

William and Mary have half a dozen fine, 
healthy, well-principled children, and the only 
time he is strict with them is when he sees 
any tendency to greediness, or fondness for 
gain in their minds. He will then very seri- 
ously tell them of his own youth, and they 
are never tired of hearing the tale of his awful 
adventure^ nor will the moral ever be forgotten 
by them. He usually ends his narration with 
tne old adage, "Remember, children, how 
true it is, that the love of money is the root of 
oUeM." 
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Cl^irH CommanHmcnt. 

** Guard well your Upt, and keep your tongue 
From every idle word. 
When at God's throne, trembling you itandi 
They all ihall then be heard." 

H^ mother/' cried little Lucy, ran* 
ning into the eottage^ '' as I came 
from school^ and passed Mr. 
Blay^s shop, there were some 
boys playing marbles round the corner ; John 
Garter was among them^ and as a gentleman 
walked along, he knocked some of the mar- 
bles out of the ring, and when he had gone 
a little way off, you cannot think what bad 
language John used, he swore so much, that I 
was quite frightened.^' 

" It is very sad, my dear,'' said Mrs. 6reyi 
''and I have been often very much shocked to 
hear him take Ood's Name in vain in the way 
he does; but we must not be hard upon him. 
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as his mother is a great invalid^ and I fear will 
Dot be long here^ and his father sets him a 
very bad example. I am going to see what I 
can do for Mrs. Garter presently^ and then I 
will try if I can get a quiet talk with John, 
and advise him to leave off this dreadful habit 
of his." 

"Mother, is there any fear of my falling 
into this sin ?" inquired Lucy. 

"Indeed there is/' answered Mrs. Grey, 
"for though I trust you may never be tempted 
to use bad language, like poor John, yet there 
are several ways of breaking the Third Com- 
mandment, — one is the repeating our prayers 
without thinking of what we are saying, we 
then take God's Name in vain.'' 

"I am afraid I very often do that," said 
the little girl, " it is so difficult to keep one's 
thoughts from wandering during prayers, and 
noticing who is in church, and how people are 
dressed." 

"I know it is, my darling, and that is why 
at the end of the commandment we pray Goo 
to ' have mercy upon us ;' we also pray that He 
will forgive us the sin of drawing near to Him 
with our lips, while our hearts are far from 
Him. We must do our best to pray worthily, 
but not until we reach Heaven can we hope 
to offer perfect praise, without hindrance and 
without ceasing." 
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When Mrs. Grey and her family had finished 
Hieir tea, she let Laoy wash up the tea-things, 
and whilst her husband smoked his pipe, she 
went to Mrs. Garter's hoase to see how she 
was^ and whether she ooald do anything for 
her. 

She found poor Mrs. Garter very ill, the 
weather hsd become colder, and her cough was 
very troublesome, while the feverish brightness 
of her eyes, and the heetic colour on her 
cheeks told of eonsomption in its last stage. 
She was sitting alone, and shivering over the 
dying embers of a small fire; Mrs. Grey per* 
suaded her to go to bed, and made her a basin 
of warm gruel, which seemed to do her good. 
But Mrs, Grey saw how anxious she was for 
the return of her husband and son, — ^tbe latter 
soon made his appearance, and looked very 
sheepish when he saw Mrs. Grey sitting by 
his mother's bedside. He said he was sorry 
he was so late, but he had been listening to 
some splendid music at the public- house, 
where his father then was, and forgot how 
time went. 

Mrs. Grey did not find fault with him while 
in his poor mother's room, but when he lighted 
her down stairs, she took that opportunity of 
reminding him how very ill his mother was, 
and that she would not be spared to him much 
longer upon earth, therefore he ought to try to 
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make the short time she remained here more 
comfortable to her. John seemed to feel what 
she said very deeply^ and promised to attend 
to it^ and then she ventured very gently to take 
him to task for his bad words, which she told 
him would surely lead him to every thing that 
was wrong. 

He said he knew it was not right to swear, 
he had unfortunately got into a habit of do- 
ing so when he was put out, but that he did 
not mean any harm by it. Then Mrs. Grey 
pointed out to him how hateful this sin was 
in God's sight, and that He would not hold 
him guiltless who committed it. 

She wished John good night with an aching 
heart, feeling that it was almost hopeless for 
the boy to try to do right with such au ex* 
ample as his father's always before him. 

The next morning, as soon as her husband 
was gone to his work, and the children to 
school, Mrs. Grey went to Mrs. Carter's cot- 
tage to see how she had passed the night. 

Poor Mrs. Carter was much worse, she 
was in bed, in fact, she did not seem able 
to get up ; the tears were running down her 
thin cheeksj and she breathed with great 
difSculty. 

'^ How kind this is of vou to come to me/' 
said the poor woman, ''you find me but a 
feeble creature this morning; I feel so weak 
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that I have not energy to move^ indeed I do 
not think I shall be long here to trouble any 
one." 

" What have you had for breakfast V asked 
Mrs. Grey. 

'' I have not tried to get any this morning,^' 
said Mrs. Garter, ^' my husband went out early 
and took John with him ; they did not know I 
was so ill, or I dare say they would have made 
me some tea first.'' 

Mrs. 6rey was quite shocked to hear this, 
she went down stairs, but there was no fire in 
the grate, it evidently had not been lighted 
that day, so she ran home, and quickly warm- 
ing some of the broth she had prepared for 
dinner, she brought it to Mrs. Garter, who 
drank it very gratefully, and it seemed to re- 
vive her a little, though Mrs. Grey saw plainly 
from the change there was in her face that she 
was dying, and that she would soon be far re- 
moved from the sufferings and privations of 
this life. 

Gradually she drew from the poor invslid 
the sad history of the night before ; it seemed 
that her husband had returned home intoxi- 
cated, and was very angry at finding her in 
bed, and the fire out ; he made her get up and 
light one, to toast him some cheese; so she 
got very chilled, and did not sleep all night 
from pain in her chest. 
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'' He knows do better/' she said, ^' when he 
has taken that dreadful drink he is like one 
beside himself; and he does not believe that I 
am dying.'' ^' I shall be very glad when it 
pleases God to take me/' she added after a 
pause, ^' but it makes me very anxious to think 
of leaving my boy; who will lead him in the 
right way, and try to save him from wicked 
company when I am gone?" 

"Dear Mrs. Carter/' said Mrs. Grey, "if 
it will make your mind more easy respecting 
John, I will promise to do what I can for him, 
and to guide and warn him as if he was my 
own son, and, please God, I will do my best 
that he may meet you in heaven." 

"Thank God for those blessed words of 
yours," exclaimed Mrs. Garter in a low voice, 
" you have taken a great load from my heart.'' 

Mrs. Grey seeing that her friend was very 
tired, left her for a time, advising her to try 
and have a nap whilst she went home to get 
the dinner ready, and to receive the children 
when they came back from school ; but amidst 
their merry faces and lively prattle, she could 
not forget the poor woman she so lately left 
lying so pale and sad upon her dying bed, 
with no one near her, and her husband^ who 
should have watched over her last moments, 
wasting all his time, his strength, and his 
money in intemperance. It was a sad picture I 
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even the boy seemed to bring no bope or 
comfort. 

As soon as sbe could get away from the 
dnties of her family, she returned to Mrs. 
Garter, and found her still nearer her end; 
her boy was kneeling down by the side of the 
bed, and her husband was sitting at a table 
near, with his head buried in his hands, the 
poor woman's eyes were closed, and her face 
looked beautiful in its calm serenity ; . she 
opened her eyes when Mrs. Grey entered, and 
beckoning her to approach, she begged her to 
bring John nearer to her, Mrs. Grey drew him 
close to the pillow, and then Mrs. Garter took 
his hand and placed it in that of her kind friend. 

"My dearest boy,'* she said, ''Mrs. Grey 
has promised to be a mother to you when I 
am gone, you must attend to what she says, 
and leave off bad words, and obey her in all 
things, and I pray God to bless you, and to 
lead you to His kingdom. '' 

She then became very faint, so that Mrs. 
Grey was obliged to fan her, and put a spoon- 
ful of wine between her lips. After which she 
remained very quiet for some time, she then 
turned her head to where her husband was 
still sitting, (for, alas ! he had been drinking 
again that morning, and was still somewhat 
stupified,) and holding out her hand, she bid 
him farewell. 
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^' I die happy^ my dear buaband/' she whis- 
pered very softly^ '' and I hope you will forgive 
any thing you have seen amiss in my conduct^ 
as freely as I forgive any seeming unkindnesa 
on your part, for I know if it had not been for 
that terrible drink, you would never have been 
forgetful of me, and I entreat my blessed Sa- 
viour to guide you in the right way, and to 
forgive us ^ll our sins, that we may both be 
accepted hereafter/' 

He appeared much affected, and seated him- 
self by her, still holding her hand, when he 
started in alarm, for a shadow passed over her 
face, and with a happy smile, as if a vision of 
angels appeared before her, her spirit floated 
away to the realms of the blessed, and her 
troubles and sorrows were ended for ever. 

Garter was very much overcome, his wife's 
death was so unexpected to him, that he could 
hardly believe that he would have no oppor- 
tunity of proving his remorse for his past un- 
kindness, and making her life happier than he 
had done. Mrs. Grey tried to persuade him 
to come to her house and spend the evening 
with her family, but he said he would rather 
be alone, and begged her to take his boy with 
her. So after performing the last kind ofSces 
for her poor dead friend, she took John's 
hand and led him to her cottage. She talked 
to him about his mother as she walked along. 
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and of her goodness^ and present happy state, 
so that by the time they reached Mrs. Grey's 
house, his sobs had ceased, and he was calm, 
thoagh very grave. 

When Mrs* Orey opened the door, what a 
bright scene presented itself; the eldest Uttle 
girl had been trusted to make the tea in her 
mother's absence, and was sitting in great 
pride and dignity before the board, upon 
which were placed the shining teapot, and all 
the showy teacups and saucers, a cheerful 
fire was blazing in the grate, and by the side 
of it, in the large arm-chair, was seated the 
father with the youngest child on his knee ; 
the little thing was trying to talk, and had 
managed to say something very funny, at 
which all the party were laughing heartily, 
the two middle children had a book of pictures 
which they were admiring together on the 
floor, but when they saw their mother come 
in, they all ran to her with one accord to give 
her a noisy welcome. 

She stopped them quickly, and pointing out 
John to them, she toid them they must be very 
quiet, for that he was in great trouble ; and 
it was very pretty to see them hush their 
mirth, and pay him those little thoughtful 
attentions, which show that people have a re^ 
gard for the feelings of others. They gently 
placed a stool for him near their mother. 
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which was their own favourite place, and gene- 
rally there was a grand scramble for this seat 
of honour, the occupant having often to be 
decided upon by lot; but this night they 
evaded all contention in favour of the poor 
little stranger, they handed him the sweetest 
cup of tea, and gave him the slice of bread 
that had the most butter upon it; even the 
youngest child toddled up to him with a 
sweetie, a great red shining "bulPs-eye/^ 
which had been given to him that day, and he 
made John understand that he was to suck it, 
and he would find it very nice. Then they 
showed him the book of pictures, and alto- 
gether John thought it the most happy home 
he had ever heard or read of. Mrs. Grey took 
him back to his father's cottage at nine o'clock, 
intending to have a little talk with the latter^ 
and to try to make some impression upon him 
while his wife's death was so fresh in his 
memory ; but sad to tell he was gone again to 
the public-house, his compunction for his past 
conduct was more than he could bear, so he 
went to drown it in the cup which brings ruin 
and misery to the soul. Mrs. Grey heard 
John say his prayers, and saw him safely in 
bed before she returned home^ which she did 
with a sad heart, feeling how difficult it would 
be for her charge to keep in the straight path, 
when every tendency around him was calcu* 
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lated to draw him in a different direction. 
Bat after a prayer for guidance she lay down 
to rest, peacefully and trustingly, knowing 
that Ooo would dispose everything for the 
best, and would give His blessing on all honest 
endeavours after right. She was deeply grate- 
ful for her own happy lot, and for a kind 
husband, to whom she could go for advice 
and help. 

Carter seemed rather improved for a short 
time after his wife's death, he remained seve- 
ral evenings at homiB, and Mrs. Grey hoped he 
was going to turn over a new leaf; but he 
found his house dull, and soon returned to the 
''Swan with Two Necks,'' taking his son 
with him, who enjoyed the noisy time spent 
there in spite of his higher aspirations, and 
Mrs. Grey's entreaties to come to her cottage 
instead. 

John w^aa made a good deal of at the public- 
house, as he had a fine voice, and could sing 
a good song; though not of the most refined 
description. He could use as many bad words 
there as he liked, without being found fault 
with, or looked grave upon ; in fact he was 
admired for his loose talk, interspersed with a 
tew oaths, and they called him a free-spoken 
boy and a lad of spirit, which flattered his 
vanity, and they strongly advised him not to 
listen to Mrs. Grey, and become a '' moUy- 

F 
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coddle.^' Poor John I you will say^ was in a 
bad way; and, indeed, you would think so if 
you saw him among his wretched companions, 
playing cards until eleven o'clock at night, 
and listening to, and even joining in the tipsy 
songs around him. 

One night he remained at the '^ Swan '' un- 
til it closed, and then left it with some of the 
disreputable youths who frequented the place. 
His father was rather more intoxicated than 
usual, and stumbled as he came down the 
steps of the public-house. The young men who 
were with John laughed. ^' He will be some 
time getting home,'' they said, '^ come with us, 
and let's have a lark." 

*^ I don't care if I do," replied John, who 
had been given quite as much beer as did him 
good, and a little over, (here he slapped out an 
oath,) '^ my dad will be poor, dull company 
tor a moonlight walk to-night, and I had 
much rather have yours." 

^' Come, oome," the eldest boy cried, " you're 
a lad of spirit, we shall make something of you 
yet, and what we admire in you most is, your 
racy pungent way of talking; you are not 
squeamish like many youngsters who are afraid 
of a little free speech, as if they expected it to 
knock them down." 

John was silly enough to be flattered by 
this praise. The boys were three years older 
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than himself^ and were up to any sort of mis* 
chief, or indeed sin, lo that he thought a 
great deal of them, and imagined they must 
be yery fine fellows. They had been eaught 
poaching upon Squire TirrelPs preserves on 
one occasion, and instead of sending them to 
prison he had them flogged, as being he 
thought the more merciful punishment in the 
end ; but strange to say, tney took a violent 
dislike to the flogging, and faiore a grudge to 
the Squire in consequence. 

The party now strolled in the direction of 
one of Mr. TirrelPs farms, and the eldest boy 
(Joe Martin,) proposed that they should all 
have a pipe tc^ther. This was what John 
particularly disliked, as smoking gave him a 
headache, and made him feel very sick and 
uncomfortable. However he was ashamed to 
make any objection, for fear of not being 
thought manly ; so they all sat down under the 
shelter of a wheat-rick, as the wind was blow- 
ing rather high ; and John drew forth with 
some pride a new match-box he had lately 
bought filled with scented matches. They all 
three lighted their pipes, and smoked away 
for some time. 

'' I'll tell you what I intend doing to-night,'' 
said Joe Martin, at last ; " I know a place 
where a number of Squire Tirrell's fat phea- 
sants roostj and I shall take a net and catch 
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a good many of them, without making any 
noise, and put them in a donkey-cart at once, 
and have them at Burton and sell them, and 
pocket the money before the Squire is out of 
his bed in the morning/' (I purposely omit 
the oaths with which the speeches were larded, 
thinking it more agreeable to do so.) " Who 
will be the lad to join me?'' continued Joe; 
" who will have the pluck to share the risk, 
and the fun of sharing the money too ?" 

"I'm your man for one," cried Harry 
Smith ; " what do you say, John ?" 

But what with the beer John had been 
drinking, and the smoking which did not 
agree with him, he felt so qualmish and all* 
overish, that he was almost too far gone tp 
decide upon anything. He fixed his lack- 
lustre eyes upon his companions, and de- 
- clared he was ready to join them in what- 
ever they were going to undertake, while he 
was slyly knocking out the contents of hia 
pipe with his boot, on the other side of him, 
that they might not notice what he was doing. 
But he had hardly got the words out of his 
mouth, before all the three boys jumped up 
with the speed of lightning, for the great heap 
of straw upon which they were sitting had 
caught fire, and in a moment was in a blaze. 
The flames darted high into the air, and were 
blown against the rick; and before they had 



to 8WXAK BRINGS CASS. 68 

recoyered from their first surprise this was 
also on fire. Hie scene now was awful, the 
flames roared and crackled, and shot up with 
bright sparks into the sky, the whok ysrd 
seened on fire. The boys looked in a help* 
less way at one another* 

''Oh, John, what hare yon done 7^^ said 
Harry Smith. 

*' Come, it won't do for us to be found 
here,'' exclaimed Joe Martin, '^ we must be 
off, or we shall all be transported/' 

At these words away the boys all ran in 
different directions. John flew, rather than 
ran home, as fast as his legs could carry him. 
He seemed to hear the noise of the fir^ 
and people calling to him to stop; but he 
never paused for a moment, or looked behind 
him, until breathless he reached his fieither's 
eottage. 

He opened the door softly, and to his surprise 
he heard some people talking in the kitchen. 
He supposed his father must have brought 
some friends home with him, so he thought he 
could creq> up to bed without being seen. He 
slept in the same room with his father, and 
when be reached it he was astonished to see 
his father in bed, apparently fast asleep, and 
a eandle was burning upon a table at the 
bottom of the bed; he concluded that the 
kind neighbours downstairs had placed him 

p2 
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there finding him so very intoxicated that he 
could not help himself: but he observed that 
his father^s face was covered with a handker- 
chief; this he could not understand^ as he knew 
it must be a good thing for him to have as 
much air as possible, so he drew the handker- 
chief aside, and upon doing this he uttered a 
frightful scream, that echoed through the cot- 
tage, and then he fell down in a fit, for it was 
a corpse he looked upon — it was the white, 
cold, dead body of his father. 

The neighbours all ran up stairs when they 
heard the shriek, and raised John from the 
ground, and after bathing his face with cold 
water, he recovered his senses, and then they 
explained to him that his wretched father, 
being very tipsy when he left the public-house, 
could not walk straight, and as he was crossing 
a bridge on his road home he reeled on one 
side, and fell into the water, where he was 
found a short time afterwards quite dead. 

John^s anguish was extreme, he felt like a 
murderer, for he knew that if he had walked 
home with his father this terrible accident 
would not have happened ; and then there was 
the hideous fire, which at that very moment 
was raging outside. What was to be donef 
what would become of him ? He wished to 
run away, but this he could not do as long as 
so many people were watching him, so he 
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lesolved to bide bis time^ and^ as soon as 
possible, to make his escape from tbese horrible 
scenes. 

^ His kind friends made him get into bed, 
and one woman sat up with him all night, 
when she saw how pale and haggard he looked ; 
indeed he could not have remained by himself 
in the dark, and in that room too, without 
losing his senses, for he seemed to be con- 
tinually lifting the cloth from his father's dead 
face, and seeing the stiffened features appear 
from underneath it. Then he fancied himself 
setting fire to ricks, and there was a grand 
hue and cry after him, and he was flying for 
his life, like a mad dog. Such dismal scenes 
continued during all that long night, until to- 
wards morning he was so exhausted that he fell 
into a troubled sleep, from which he was 
awakened by the coroner and jurymen coming 
to inyestigate the cause of his father^s death ; 
and John was obliged to get up to give his evi- 
dence as to when he saw the miserable man last. 
The coroner blamed John severely for allow- 
ing his father to walk home by himself in the 
state he was in, and at that time of night, but 
the jury returned a verdict of ^'accidental 
death/' and then they began speaking of the 
dreadful fire there had been the night before 
when two valuable ricks were entirely destroyed, 
and lio one had as yet been able to find out 
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how it bad happened. '^ It it tfaought/' said 
one of the party, '^ to be the work of an in- 
cendiary, and if so, they will be sure to eatch 
him, and then he will be transported beyond 
seas, and serve him right too, for destroying 
the com that might have fed many poor 
families/' 

John listened to this with agony, bis knees 
ahook nnder him, and at this very moment 
a policeman opened the door, and walking 
atraight up to poor John, he pot his hand upon 
his shoulder. *^ Yon must come with me, young 
fellow,^' he said, '*and tell the magistrates 
what yott were about last night.'' 

John's face, if possible, grew whiter, and be 
cried, '^ I did not mean to do it, indeed, indeed^ 
it was an accident." 

^* I advise you, my fine young chap, to aay 
nothing until you are questioned; it strikes 
me that the less you chatter in this business 
the better for you." 

Thia was the policeman's counsel as he led 
John away. 

When John was taken before the magistrates 
they were going to examine him upon oath, 
when one of the gentlemen said, ** It is no nse 
for him to take an oath, for he so continually 
breaks the Third Commandment that we can« 
not believe a word he says." This told very 
much against him, and when they asked him 
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where he was the night before, what time he 
left the public-house, who were his compaDions, 
and where they went, the answers condemned 
him at once, and he prevaricated so much that 
there was no alternative, but to send him to 
prispn to take his trial for setting Mr. Tirrell^s 
ricks on fire. 

Joe Martin and Harry Smith both turned 
against him: they declared that he set the 
rick on fire, that he slyly knocked the ashes 
ont of his pipe into the straw, and his match- 
box being found in the yard, with his name 
written underneath it, corroborated their state- 
ment, though John was now so afraid of com- 
mitting himself after the policeman's warning 
that he would not own having anything to 
do with the fire, even by an accident, and 
his falsehoods did him much harm in the 
estimation of the magistrates and the people 
present. 

So the policeman walked him off to the 
county gaol, and no one pitied such a hardened, 
lying boy, while Mr. Tirrell was respected by 
all as a good and kind man, very considerate 
of his tenants, and never forgetful of the 
poor. 

Mrs. Grey was working at a house some 
distance off on the day of these sad events, so 
she did not hear of what had happened until 
she returned home in the evening. The next 
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day, as early as possible, she started to walk 
the four miles to Burford, to see John. 

When she was shown into the oell where he 
was confined, she saw only what appeared to 
be a heap of clothes huddled together in a 
comer. This was the unfortunate boy, bis 
knees up to his head, and his face buried in 
his hands. At first he was very sullen, and 
would not speak, but she put her hand upoa 
his shoulder, and talked to him very kindly, 
and reminded him of his mother's last words, 
and of her own promise to stand by him in 
her place as much as was in her power. At 
last he looked up, " Why don't you go away 
from such a wretch as I am V he said, ''every 
body forsakes me, and now I am put in prisoa 
for no fault of mine/' 

Mrs. Grey took his hand, and made him sit 
down by her, while she gently showed him 
where he had been wrong, and the wickedness 
of telling falsehoods in order to tiy to get out 
of the scrape. She was thankful to see that 
at last his heart became softened, and he 
burst into tears, and told her exactly how the 
dreadful fire had happened, ''and, oh, Mrs» 
Grey," he added, " there is my father's fright*- 
ful death to answer for, if I had only gone 
home with him he would have been alive now. 
I feel like an outcasti whom every one will 
point at and shun/' 
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'' I am very sorry for you, my dear John, 
said Mrs, Grey, '^ but you must expect to re- 
ceive punishment for your sin, and to feel 
remorse for a long time; if you had not taken 
GoD^s Name in vain these wretched companions 
would not have clung to you, and if you had 
spoken the truth without prevarication you 
would not have been here now, for the gentle- 
men would have believed your word of its 
being an accident/^ 

When it was time for Mrs. Grey to go, 
poor John could hardly bear to wish her good- 
bye, it seemed so pleasant to have any one near 
him who cared for him, and tried to lead him 
right ; but she promised to come again soon, 
and every other day while he remained in 
prison she managed to go and see him. She 
took her work with her, and talked to him 
kindly but very seriously, so he became very 
fond of her, and resolved that with God's help 
he would fight against and overcome his beset- 
ting sin. 

When the time of his trial came he told the 
whole truth, without disguising his faults, so 
after being reprimanded for his carelessness, 
he was discharged. 

Mrs. Grey remained in court until the end 
of the trial, and then took John home with 
her. She had asked her husband if he would 
fdlow the poor boy to live with them altogether. 
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" Yoa know^ dear/' she said^ *' I promised his 
dying mother to ^atch over him^ and I am 
afraid if he is left' to himself or goes to the 
workhouse he will be exposed to temptations 
which he will not be able to resist^ and he is 
a good boy to work, and will soon be able to 
support himself, I dare say^ without being a 
burden upon you/' 

" Well, wife,'' he answered, " I can have no 
objection to the plan if you have none, I hope 
I may always have the bit and the sup to give 
him; but you must remember that all the 
additional trouble will fall to your share." 

''Oh, I am not afraid of that," she said 
cheerfully, " if he turns out well, as I trust 
may be the case, I shall then be well repaid 
for a little extra patching and mending." 

So it was agreed between this good couple 
that the poor, friendless orphan should find a 
home with them, and they treated him exactly 
as if he was one of their own children ; Mrs. 
Grey told him to call her '^ mother," and 
watched over him with the greatest care, that 
he should not fall into his old bad ways, and 
John felt a warm affection for her, and for the 
whole family. 

The happy, cheerful home, where all hearts 
were united, and each one seemed to be trying 
to make himself or herself more worthy to 
enjoy the blessings showered upon them. 
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appeared to John like a heaven upon earth ; 
iD&tead of the father of the family spending all 
his evenings at a pablic-house, and leaving the 
house dull and desolate, with the prospect of 
his returning either helplessly intoxicated or 
quarrelsome, and ready to find fault with every 
thing ; instead of this miserable state of things 
Grey was the life of the party, he heard his 
children read out of some interesting books that 
he borrowed from the lending library in the 
village, and when theji were tired he read to 
them himself, and explained every thing nicely 
to them as he went along, for he was a very 
good scholar. Then for a change he would 
encourage the children to sing some of the 
songs they had been taught, such as '* Home, 
sweet home,'^ '^There^s no luck about the 
house,'' '' Those evening bells,'' and such like. 
It was very funny to hear the youngest little 
child try to lisp out, '^ Britannia rules the 
waves," and " Cherry ripe,*' and John could 
be a great help in the singing way, his good 
ear and voice added much to the harmony, and 
as soon as he could forget the bad songs in 
which he had been used to take pleasure, he 
quickly caught the new tunes, and found them 
so much more really merry and full of life, 
that he wondered he could ever have taken 
delight in the silly and even wicked songs of 
former evil days. 

G 
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John's old companions tried hard to get 
him into their set Ugain^ and when they found 
fair words would not do^ they tri^d rough ones ; 
^'gaol bird," "milk-sop," '^ molly-coddle/' 
" who fired the rick V^ " what have you done 
with your oaths V Yfete some of the agreeable 
remarks hallooed after him whenever he passed 
through the village. At last John came to 
Mrs. Grey with his cheeks on fire, asking her 
what he ought to do. 

" Do nothings my dear/' she said, " think 
whether you deserve their taunts, and that will 
dnable you to endure them bravely, and if you 
take no notice, and show them that you are in 
earnest in your efforts after amendment, they 
will soon get tired of molesting you." 

He had the courage to follow her good 
advice, and fcmtid her words come true. 

But I ought to tell you that a short time 
after John was released from prison Mrs. Grey 
took him to Mr. Tirrell, that he knight own to 
him how very sorry he was for the mischief he 
had done in setting the ricks on fire, and to 
beg for forgiveness. Mr. Tirrell was so much 
pleased with his manner, and thought him so 
much improved that he deteritiined to give 
him a chance to amend, and to be a help to 
his kind foster-mother, so he told him that he 
would try him to work in his garden, under 
the gardener's direction ; and it was a proud 
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moment to John when at the end of the week 
he carried his wages to Mrs. Orey^ and could 
feel himself not quite such a useless member of 
the family. 

There was another boy named Robert Barnes^ 
who was also employed in Mr. TirrelFs garden. 
He was jealous of John^s being taken to work 
there, and of his receiving praise for industry 
and quickness, and he showed his spite by 
calling him ^' swearer/' and *^ liar/' and otheip 
bad names, and refusing to hold any inter* 
course with him. 

One day John asked him some question 
when the gardener was near, who, finding 
Bobert did not reply, asked if he did not hear 
John speak. 

«^Ye8,'' said Robert, ^'but father told me 
not to have anything to say to one who takes 
God's Name in vain, for fear I should learn to 
do the same.'' 

^* I'll tell you what it is," replied the gar* 
dener, '^we ought not to remember other 
people's offences for ever; I have not heard 
him ntter one bad word since he came here, 
and I hope he has left off such ways." 

Soon after this was the Fifth of November, 
when there was a great bonfire on the village 
green, and Guy Fawkes, with an old stable 
lantern in his hand, a pair of cracky spectacles 
over his goggle eyes, and a hat without any 
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crown perched on the top of his crooked head, 
was to be burnt, in the midst of a grand 
explosion of sqaibs and crackers. John had 
just finished what he had to do in the garden, 
and was rushing off to join the noise and fun, 
when as he passed by the frames where all the 
young cuttings were placed, he was surprised 
to see them open. John knew that it was 
Robert's duty to close the frames, but he sap- 
posed, in the excitement of the fireworks, he 
must have 'forgotten all about them. 

John felt that there would be a sharp frost 
that night, and he had learned enough of gar- 
dening to be certain that if the tender cat- 
tings were left without protection they would 
all be killed, and then Robert's carelessness 
would be discovered, and he would be dismissed 
with ignominy. The thought crossed John's 
mind, should he still leave the frames un- 
covered ? it was not his business to close them, 
no one would know even that he had passed 
that way, and then Robert had been so very un- 
kind to him. He started, who was tempting 
him in this manner? Had not Mrs. Grey 
told him that we must forgive all injuries 
against ourselves if we hope our sins will be 
forgiven ? So he instantly drew up all the 
glasses, and carefully placed the mats over the 
top of them, then with a light heart he joined 
the merry crowd on the green, and his shouts 
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were the budest, and his squibs seemed to 
hop about quicker than those of any other 
boy that evening. 

The next morning John went early to Mr. 
TirrelPs ; the white frost lay upon the ground, 
sparkling and glistening^ and made a pleasant 
crisping ^und under his feet as he walked 
along. 

Wh^i he reached the garden gate he saw 
Robert Barnes standing near, as if afraid of 
entering. '' I cannot tell what I shall do/* he 
exclaimed. *■ I was told to shut up the pits 
last nighty and I forgot to do it, and now I 
fear the plants' are ail dead.'^ 

^' They are all right/' said John. " I 
passed by your frames as I went to the village 
yesterday evening, and seeing them open I 
closed them, as I knew you would wish it.'' 

" Thank you, John/' Robert cried ; " this 
is, indeed, returning good for evil, and I hope 
you will forgive me fpr my rude ways to you, 
and that we may become friends." 

So the boys shook hands heartily, and then 
ran to their work, their spirits raised for having 
got rid of an old grudge, and allowed '' by-i^ 
gones to be bygones." John attended very 
carefully to all the directions of the gardener, 
and did exactly as he was told, so that in time 
he became very expert, and a first-rate band 
at his business. He employed his evenings in 

g2 
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studying botany^ and he made such good pro- 
gress in his studies^ that at the end of a few 
years^ when the head-gardener's place became 
vacant at Mr. TirrelPs, he was able to under- 
take the situation. He kept Mrs. Grey's gar- 
den in beautiful order. They had the most 
lovely flowers^ the earliest peas, the most 
tempting strawberries^ the sweetest cherries, 
of any one in the parish ; and John was able 
to get Mrs. Grey and her family many com- 
forts which they would not otherwise have 
been able to enjoy. The snelf of books grew 
to a goodly length, and were a never-failing 
source of interest to the whole family. A vase 
of the freshest flowers stood on the chimney- 
piece at all times, summer and winter, red and 
white roses, and honeysuckle peeped in at the 
window, and with the bright faces in the room 
formed a very pretty picture. Lucy married 
the village carpenter, an industrious, steady, 
good man, and is as happy as she deserves to 
be. John did not marry as long as Mrs. 
Grey lived, he devoted himself to her, and 
loved her as if she was in very truth his mother. 
He felt he should have been an outcast for 
ever if she had not taken him by the hand, 
and saved him from his own wicked tongue, 
that unruly member, which brings forth bless- 
ings and cursings. Let us beware of bad 
words, for '^ by our words we shall be justi- 
fied, and by our words we shall be condemned. 
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THE CONTRAST. 

ffouxt^ CommanHmmt 

" Lead me, O Lord, Thy courta to love, 
And teach me how to pray. 
That I may join Thy choir aboye. 
One endless Sabbath day." 

OOD momiDg, Mrs. Wilkins," 
said a clean respectable looking 
woman, opening the door of the 
cottage, and bearing in her hands 
a fine large pie, '^ you will set me down as a 
very vain woman, but as I went to the bake- 
house, I thought I would just step in and show 
you this pie, which we hope to have for dinner 
to-morrow ; we enjoy a nice dinner on Sunday, 
and we all like to go to church, so by the help 
of the pie we can do both, and if you fancy it, 
I can make you one just like it.^' 

It was truly a goodly pie, it was made in a 
round dish of portly dimensions, the crust at 
the edge was crimps in elegant waves, and in 
the centre stood up, what might by a stretch 
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of imagination be tisiken to be the representa- 
tion of a handsome yellow rose. 

" Thank you, Mrs, Foster/^ replied her ac- 
quaintance, '^ it is a very nice looking pie, but 
we prefer something rather more tasty for our 
Sunday dinner, and I generally get a little bit 
of meat to roast, or a savoury fry, or such like 
nice things/' 

" I assure you,^' ^aid Mr^, Fo^lter, '^ that my 
pie is not to be despised, (though I say it that 
shouldn't say it,^ and it is not at all an ex- 
travagant dish either ; I g^t the butcher to let 
me have two pounds or so of the trimmings o£P 
different sorts of meat, which I can buy at six- 
pence the pound, and as there is no bone to it, 
there is no waste, and 4f any of the meat is 
hard or gristly, I stew it gently first in a closed 
saucepan, with a little water, and plenty of 
pepper, herbs, and seasoning, then I put it aU 
in the dish, and fill up with some boiled pota** 
toes, carrots, and whatever vegetables are in 
season ; also two or three apples Qut in slioec^ 
we find a great improvement,T-a Udy told me 
once that this is an addition that is made in 
Wales, where they call it a * squab pie,^ and 
very good it is/' 

'^I dare say it is very good,'' said Mrs. 
Wilkins, ^'but my husband likes something 
hot on a Sunday, so I must not disappoint 
him." 
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^'.This can be easily wanned before the fire^ 
or in the oven/^ answered Mrs. Foster, " but 
this summer time we generally like it best 
cold; however^ if I cannot tempt yon to let 
me make you a pie I must wish you good-bye^ 
or I shall be too late for the baker's oven/' 

Mrs. Wilkins dawdled away the rest of the 
day^ and had just cleaned the house, and was 
gone to the butcher's to purchase her bit of 
savoury meat, when her husband and his two 
sons returned home, the roads were very dirty, 
and they carelessly forgot to clean their shoes 
before they entered, so that when Mrs. Wil- 
kins came back, there were the untidy marks 
of their feet all over the floor of her freshly 
cleaned kitchen. It was certainly very pro- 
voking for her, poor woman, and enough to 
make her angry, but she was angry above cause 
and reason, and scolded right and left, so that 
her husband said ''he should not remain in 
such an uncomfortable noisy home, he should 
go to the more quiet public- house, where he 
might walk across the room without being 
flown at/' 

So away he went, and Mrs. Wilkins was left 
to the companionship of two sulky boys, and 
her own thoughts, which were not pleasant; 
she felt that she had driven her husband away 
by her hasty temper, and that he was now 
spending his time and 'money in drinking 
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more beer than was good for bim^ and in making 
bad acquaintances. But instead of lifting up 
her heart to God for help^ and resolving to do 
better for the time to come^ and then doing 
the best she could do under the circamstances, 
and cleaning the house again, and getting up 
a bright face against her husband's return, 
she ordered the boys to bed, which feat was 
not accomplished without a scu£Bie, and after* 
wards sat down to brood over her wrongs, and 
imagine the sharp things she should say to her 
husband when he returned. He did not come 
home until past eleven o'clock, when he was 
turned out of the public-house, and then he 
was in such a jolly state, that all her smart 
sayings she saw would be worse than useless, 
and she was obliged to go to bed, and to help 
him to do the same, with her angry passions 
unsatisfied. 

How different is Mrs. Foster's household ; 
they went to sleep with happy, thankful hearts, 
and awoke early the next morning, feeling glad 
to think that it was Sunday, bringing all its 
privileges and blessings with it. 

Mrs. Foster rose betimes that she might not 
be hurried or discomposed in getting through 
her duties before church time ; at eight o'clock 
they all assembled for breakfast, the children 
as clean as soap and water could make them, 
their shoes and dress without a speck, and 
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evei'y thing around them bofe witness to the 
old sayings that '' cleanliness is next to godli'- 
ness 'y^ the table-cloth was as white as snow^ 
and the large loaf of home-made hread looked 
very inviting, standing on its wooden platter^ 
as did also the fresh gathered watercresses 
which were to give it a relish. And this 
morning being Sunday^ they were allowed the 
rare luxury of fresh butter ; so after thfe father 
bad said a short prayer^ they set to work at 
their breakfast^ with great spirits and greater ap^ 
petites^ the parents laughed at their children's 
merry sallies, and small attempts at wit, for 
they liked to encourage their innocent enjoy- 
ments \ the only sort of talk they put a stop to 
was idle gossip, and severe censure upon their 
neighbours. 

*' You know, my dears,*' Mrs. Foster would 
say, '^ we should not like to pass by a house, 
and hear our acquaintances speak harshly of 
our faults \ supposing they made a long story 
of one of us being greedy^ another being lazy, 
and so on, should we not think it very unkind 
of them ? so as we have plenty of faults our>- 
selves, let us not be hard upon those of otheh 
people> but try to do to them as we wish they 
should do to us.'' 

After breakfast the tWo boys and the little 
girl went to school, which they would not 
have missed for the worlds as the olergyman 
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made it pleasant to them ; he did not set them 
to learn dry lessons on a Sunday, bat he beard 
them say hymns and the Catechism, and en- 
couraged them to ask him questions about any 
thing they did not understand, and then he 
made all their di£Sculties clear in such a plea- 
sant manner, that they could not forget what 
he told them. Sometimes Miss Marchmont, 
the Rector's daughter, would read to them a 
little story on the Collect for the day, or the 
Epistle, or Gospel, which would impress it 
upon their memories, and be a nice subject for 
them to talk upon in the evening. 

After Mrs. Foster had put away the break- 
fast things, she joined her husband in the gar- 
den, who was smoking a pipe in an arbour he 
had made, covered with roses and all sorts of 
sweet climbing flowers; she brought a book 
with her that Mr. Marchmont had lent her, 
and sometimes she read out to him a little, 
and then they conversed about what she had 
been reading, and then they listened to the 
glad song of the birds, and the busy hum of 
the bees, which knew not the difference be- 
tween Sunday and other days, until the church 
bells began ringing ; at first they all chimed 
together, and seemed to Mrs. Foster to say, 
'^ It is time to dress for Church,'^ and nearer 
eleven o'clock they changed, as she imagined, 
to " Come to Church, come to Church/' 
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'' You will be late, if yoa go on listening to 
your fancies/^ said her husband, so she ran to 
put on ; her things, and soon appeared in her 
dean print dress, with its little lilac sprig 
scattered all over it, a fair white shawl, that she 
had actually worn at her own wedding, — but 
it had been laid up in lavender ever since, and 
smelt of that fragrant herb, and it only made 
its appearance in public on summer Sundays, 
christenings, and such like grand days, so it 
was none the worse for wear, — this with a 
straw bonnet trimmed with lilac, completed 
her toilet, and with her brown hair neatly 
braided under her clean border, and her happy 
eyes, she formed as pleasant a picture as you 
would wish to look upon. 

" Well, wiffe,' * said Foster, '* to my eyes you 
seem as youtig and comely as you did when 
we were married, fifteen years ago.^' 

** Ah, I suspect you are in want of a com* 
pliment to yourself, that you are so free with 
them to other people this morning/' she an- 
swered with a bright smile, as she locked the 
house door, and putting the key in her pocket, 
she took his arm, and they proceeded to 
church. 

On their road, Mrs. Foster said, ^'I was in 
hopes that Mrs. Wilkins and her family would 
have found their way to church to-day at last, 
but from the voices I hear in their house, I 
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fear we shall not see them there. How stratige 
it seems that people should hear the eh arch 
bells tmg, Sunday after Sunday, month after 
months and I might say year after year, and 
yet never think of going, never realize the idea 
that the call to prayer is for them, and that by 
refusing to listen to it, they virtually deny 
God, and disown that they are bound to obey 
His commands/' 

'^Yes, dear, it is a dreadful though t,'' he 
replied, ^' but you must remember that gene- 
rally speaking this state of things is not pro- 
duced all at once; it comes on by degrees, 
first the tempter puts it into a person's head 
that he is too busy to go, that something may 
happen to the house whilst he is away, and 
that he ought to stay to see a friend, or that 
be is tired, or feels poorly, or is too miserable, 
or in trouble, so he remains at home ; in the 
afternoon he is less inclined to move, and dozes 
away his Sunday over the fire ; and the follow- 
ing Sunday it is much the same, and he gets 
thick with bad acquaintances, and they make 
their vicious plans for the Sabbath day, as a 
time when they shall be less seen, and not so 
likely to be found out ; until a habit is formed 
which becomes second nature, — the Church 
seems to be no property or concern of theirs ; 
prayers are irksome, and they live without 
God in the world. Let us pray that neither 
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ourselves, nor any one we love may ever come 
to this awful state/^ 

By this time they had reached the Church, 
and joined in the services there with cheer- 
fulness and devotion ; their hearts attuned to 
love of 6oDy and of their fellow men. 

Mr. Marchmont preached a very good 
pradkical sermon, it was not long, but it was 
one that arrested their attention, and gave 
them something to think of on their walk 
home ; the children too were quiet, which was 
a wonder for them, and tried to remember the 
text, and some little bits of the sermon which 
had made an impression upon them. 

When they reached their home Mrs. Foster 
opened the door, and also the windows of the 
kitchen, to let ip the refreshment of the sweet 
summer air, and of the scent of the flowers 
which flourished just outside; and then she 
produced from the larder the famous pie, 
which was received with a shout by the young- 
sters; and when their father had said grace 
they attacked the pie with great zest and ad^* 
miration, until they made it look very foolish. 
Then the mother and her daughter, who was 
a neat-handed little Fhillis, cleared away the 
things; and they all went into the garden, 
and sat in the arbour talking for a while, be- 
fore it was time to go to church again : the 
conversation turned to the joys of Heaven. 
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'' I suppose everybody hopes to get there at 
last^'^ said Mrs. Foster^ '* even the most wicked 
man^ who never prays, or goes near his churchy 
or thinks of his Saviour, has a Wandering 
idea^ that some day he shall repent, and he 
trusts be forgiven and received into Christ's 
kingdom. But even if he had his desire, 
would he be happy there? Would the man 
who disliked religion, and thought prayer a 
useless trouble, like to spend eternity in prayer 
and praise V 

" No, wife, certainly not,'* replied Foster, 
*' we must prepare ourselves for the everlast- 
ing and happy life in Heaven, by trying to 
love God in His service here below. We 
must ' call His Sabbath a delight,' and * wor- 
ship Him in spirit and in truth/ Then may 
we hope to be able to join with His blessed 
angels in singing Hallelujahs before the throne 
of the Lamb for ever and ever. As a man 
dies so will he rise again, with the same sort 
of dispositions and aspirations he had upon 
earth, only purified from the dross of the 
world, and refined and made fit for God's ser- 
vice, and cleansed from all sin. But if he 
dies without seeking Christ his Savioitr, 
prayer being a useless form, and the Lord's 
day having been to him only a day of greater 
licence, when he has had more time for his 
worldly pleasures, what claim could he raise 
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to Heaven^ or with what delight could he look 

forward to an eternity of Lobd^s days ? 

. ** But, wife^ there are the bells ringing^- go 

and put on your bonnet, we must not neglect 

our own prayers, while we find fault with other 

people.'^ 

After church they had a comfortable tea, 
and then they all took a pleasant walk to- 
gether, as they generally did every summer 
evening. They bent their steps to-day to- 
wards the top of a high hill, which gave them 
a splendid view of the setting sun gilding the 
church spire, the houses clustering round, and 
all the little village below them, with a rosy 
lightj the river too winding along reflected its 
lustre, so that their mortal eyes could not 
look steadfastly at the dazzling scene. 

The little party sat down on the grass that 
they might admire the prospect at their lei- 
sure ; and Foster reminded his children of the 
God of heaven and earth. Who made all 
things, and Who Himself pronounced them to 
be very good. 

" I cannot help thinking,'' said his wife, as 
they rose to return home, " that if this world 
is so beautiful, what must be the loveliness of 
that happy country which is the dwelling- 
place of God Himself; for 'eye has not 
seen, nor ear heard, neither hath it entered 
into the heart of man to conceive' the glory 
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that shall be there revealed to those who lovci 

'^ True, dear wife/' answered her husband ; 
" and if it was permitted us for once, to com- 
pare with our own eyes the joys of Heaven 
with the punishment of Hell^ I suppose there 
would be few^ even among the worst of us, 
who would not afterwards make it the endea- 
vour of his life to attain the former/' 

The father and mother walked along slowly, 
their thoughts occupied upon what they had 
been talking about; the children running 
races down the hill, and picking flowers and 
chatting gaily together until they reached 
their cottage, when they sat down to their 
supper of bread and cheese, with the accom- 
paniments of a crisp lettuce and some radishes. 
This it was the children's part to provide for 
the Sunday entertainment, and it was a sub- 
ject of emulation among them, as to which 
should grow the best salad out of the little slip 
of garden they called their own ; even in win- 
ter they managed to produce endive, or fine 
white celery, which with beetroot was much 
relished by all the party. At nine o'clock the 
father read a prayer, thanking God for all 
His mercies, and praying Him to forgive 
whatever they had done amiss during the day, 
and to grant them His grace for the time to 
come ; and then they lay down to rest, peace- 
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fally and truatfuUy^ feeling that they were 
under the protection of One Who never slept, 
and Who would allow no evil thing to hurt 
thera, nor any plague come near their dwelling. 

We must now turn from this happy family, 
to see how Mrs. Wilkins has prospered during 
the Sunday. We left her in rather a bad 
humour, and I am sorry to say she did not 
awake in the morning in a very pleasant frame 
of mind. She felt tired from having been 
late the night before, and having had so much 
worry about her husband ; so she resolved to 
remain in bed a little longer than usual, though 
she heard the children chattering to one 
another, and scampering about the house, 
and knew they would shortly be at mischief 
if they were left to themselves. She had 
just coaxed herself into a doze, when she was 
awaked to an unhappy consciousness again by 
a tremendous crash, which was followed by a 
clamour of tongues. 

Mrs. Wilkins threw something over her, 
and ran down stairs. She found that the 
youngest boy had tried to reach the jug of 
milk, which was placed upon a high shelf 
above his head. He had clambered on a chair, 
and then on to the dresser; but his eldest 
brother coming quickly towards him, he had 
dropped the jug, the contents were spilt, and 
the jug broken of course. 
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Mrs. Wilkins was in a great rage, she gave 
them some sound boxes on the ear, at which 
the youngest child began to cry, and the 
eldest boy to threaten her in return, and amidst 
a terrible noise and vociferation— ^-one child 
accusing the other — the unfortunate woman 
ordered the little girl to mop up the mess, and 
ran up stairs herself to shuffle on her clothes as 
fast as she could, that she might prevent a 
further, and perhaps, a worse mischance from 
occurring, for she felt there was no more reat 
for her that morning. 

She came down, looking still very untidy, 
and made breakfast, but the milk, alas, was 
wanting to the repast. She could not per- 
suade her husband to get up, he had not slept 
off the carousal of last night, so she took 
him a cup of tea, which seemed to refresh 
him, and presently he came down, seeming, 
even then, somewhat stupified, and he smoked 
his pipe all the time people were going to 
church. 

Mrs. Wilkins, of course, stayed at home. 
She was very dirty, and so was the house, and 
so were the children. There was no hope of 
school for them, or church either. Then there 
was the grand dinner to cook, which was a 
lengthy business with all the children hanging 
about, and plaguing her, and worrying one 
another, and it was nearly two o'clock before 
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the bit of fat pork was roasted^ and the 
potatoes done brown under it. 

It certainly looked and smelled very invit- 
ing, but the father had not got his appetite 
back again^ and still felt very head-achy and 
uncomfortable ; the children were all in a bad 
humour^ and ready to quarrel with everybody 
and everything; Mrs. Wilkins^ poor woman, 
was very hot and tired, from all the worry she 
had gone through. The children became noisy 
and clamorous, and each wanted the best of 
all that was on the table, and one of the chil- 
dren threw his potatoe off his plate because it 
was not so big as his brother^s. Their father 
ordered them all out of the house immediately 
for making such a riot, and the mother declared 
that she was cursed with the worst children 
in the world, forgetting that if she brought 
them up without the fear of God, or without 
caring for their souls, she ought not to be 
surprised if the evil spirits obtained the mastery 
over them. 

When Mrs. Wilkins had cleared away the 
squabbled-over, unrelished dinner, she found 
it was past three o'clock, so she went up stairs 
to try to make herself a little tidy. When 
she came down her husband and children were 
no where to be seen. At last, after calling 
them in vain in the garden, her little girl 
came running along the lane, with her hair 
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hanging down her back, and her frock torn, 
saying that she had followed her brothers 
through the hedge, bat that they had scrambled 
on to another before she could overtake them, 
and then left her behind. 

Her mother scolded her for going out with- 
out her bonnet, and such a dirty figure. She 
said it was her mother's fault for not making 
her more neat, and then followed that sad, sad 
sight— recrimination between a mother and 
her child. At last they sat quite silent in the 
little room, that soft summer evening, the 
smell of the roast pork still redolent, and bad 
passions raging in their hearts. 

At nine o^clock Mrs. Wilkins sent her 
daughter to bed, and waited anxiously for the 
rest of her family. 

At last the boys arrived. Bill, the eldest, 
had a terrible black eye, and his nose was 
bleeding. It seemed that they had all been 
birds-nesting, and he had met Sam Fowler, 
who was a very quarrelsome fellow, and the 
boys had some words about some eggs, which 
each claimed as his own property ; this led to 
a fight, and the black eye and bloody nose 
were the result. Mrs. Wilkins was very much 
annoyed, as she knew he could not go to work 
for two or three days. She was still more 
angry when she found his brother had sprained 
his wriat in getting down a high tree. 
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Bat the worst of all was to come in hearing 
from her hasband^ who reached home soon 
afterwards^ that he had been spending the 
evening with Fred Bedford, who was notorious 
as being the worst character in the parish. If 
anything went wrong he was sure to be at the 
bottom of it — poaching, thieving, shearing, 
betting, gambling, all these names got tacked 
on to his by turns, and he richly deserved 
them all. That her husband should consort 
with him seemed more than she could bear, 
but it was no use to say anything; she 
attempted a little Expostulation, but he said 
that a great many things were told of him 
that were not true ; he had met him the even- 
ing before at a public-house, and thought him 
a good sort of fellow. 

So the wretched day was over at tast, and 
when Mrs. Wilkins lay tossing from side to 
side on her uneasy pillow, for she was too 
weary, more in mind than body, for sleep, she 
could not help thinking whether there might 
not be some truth in what Mrs. Foster had 
said, that if the Sunday was badly spent every- 
thing went wrong, for it was impossible for a 
household without godliness to be happy. 

And let us ask ourselves which of these 
two pictures is most inviting ? With which 
family would you rather spend the Sunday 7 
I need not inquire; we feel at once where 
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God's blessing would rest^ and that His 
grace would follow those who loved Him 
and kept His commandments; perfect peace 
would be their portion in this life, until it was 
time for them to enter into their Fathsh's 
Kingdom, where the golden harps they had 
longed* for upon earth would be delivered to 
them, that they might learn the new song to 
sing before the throne, which no man can siog 
but those who follow the Lamb whithersoever 
He goeth. 

We will now pass over seven years, which 
are said to form an epoch in every person's 
life, and see how the two families have pros- 
pered since we last were introduced to them. 

Mrs. Foster is just returning to her house, 
and quite a large party with her; they all 
look very smart. Mr. Foster has a fine white 
rose stuck in the button-hole of his Sunday 
coat, and Mrs. Foster has on that identical 
white shawl which she wore on the Sunday 
when we saw her last, at least, if not that one 
it is the faC'Simik, but at all events it is as 
fresh as ever; her daughter, a pretty girl of 
nineteen, is walking with a good-looking young 
man, the son of the miller of the parish, who 
finding he had more work on his hands than 
he could manage comfortably, gave up one of 
his mills to his son, who thought be might 
now venture to aspire to the hand of pretty 
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Anne Foster, to whom he had been long 
attached. 

Mr. and Mrs. Foster knew it was a good 
match for their daughter as far as money was 
concerned, but what they chiefly considered 
was, that he was a really religions, well-prin- 
cipled young man, so, as their girl loved him 
heartily, they gave their consent. ** She is 
young to marry,'' Mrs. Foster said, '^ and I 
fear she does not know as much about house- 
keeping as I could wish, but I shall be very 
near her, and happy to give her as many hints 
as she likes to have/' So this was their wed- 
ding day, and they were just come back from 
church, and were entering the house for the 
wedding breakfast. 

We have seen that room look very pleasant 
before, so we can only say it appeared still 
more charming that morning; the walls and 
chimney-piece were adorned with flowers, as 
was ialso'the table, upon which was spread a 
substantial and excellent dinner, with the cold 
piece of beef,' fowls, cherry tart, and other 
dainties too numerous to mention. I must 
not forget though the fine sugared cake, which 
occupied the middle of the table, and which 
was the gift of the clergyman's daughter. 

Thby were all very merry, and drank healths 
in atoie of Mrs. Foster's gooseberry wine, which 
all^the company pronounced to be at least equal. 
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if not saperior to, champagne, as in point of 
fact, I dare say was the case. 

It was observed that Mrs. Foster^s eldest 
son, who was now twenty-one and the post- 
master of the parish, was very sweet upon the 
nice, fresh-looking bridesmaid, the miller's 
daughter, and that his attentions appeared to 
give pleasure to the two families, so that it 
is expected that a return wedding will take 
place at the jovial miller's, at no very distant 
day. 

After the dinner was concluded, the young 
couple started off in the miller's little four- 
wheel carriage, for the town of Goring, five 
miles from London, to spend a week of honey- 
moon there, enjoying the sights and exhibitions 
of that lively place before they took possession 
of their neat and pretty home. 

After they were gone, the rest of the party 
went into the garden, and had tea in the arbour^ 
and the miller spoke of the Fosters' children 
turning out so well. ''I think it is chiefly 
owing, under God's blessing," he said, ''to 
your care and watchfulness that they should 
spend the Lord's day in a proper manner, 
that is the day when all the idle boys and 
girls of a place congregate together, and waste 
their time in vanity and folly, which, if not 
checked, is sure to lead to vice; they think 
that Sabbath breaking is not a very hateful 
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sin after all^ and that tbey are merely intended 
to amuse themselves on that day, while the 
offering up thanks and praise to God for all 
His mercies to them during the past week 
does not enter into their calculations/' 

** It is very kind of you^ neighbour, to praise 
our children/' said Mrs. Foster^ ''I do not 
know that they are better than others^ though 
I suppose in our secret hearts we think there 
are none like them: but I quite agree with 
you that forsaking the worship of our heavenly 
Father in His own appointed house is gene- 
rally the beginning of young people's ruin. 
I am very thankful that our young bride-folk 
who were married to-day feel the importance 
of public worship, and will endeavour to lead 
others to think with them on this subject." 

The party soon afterwards broke up, and 
Foster and his wife retired to rest, commending 
their children to the care of the Saviour of 
souls, and feeling that *' come weal come woe" 
all would be safe and well if He watched over 
them. 

It is now time to turn to Mrs. Wilkins^ 
and see how she has gone on during the seven 
years we have lost sight of her. 

We pass by her old cottage, but another 
family live there now ; we must go on further 
until we come to the very outskirts of the 
parish, to a wretched hovel built on the edge 
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of the common that surrounded the village ; it 
has only one window, the broken glass of which 
is mended with paper. No curling blue smoke 
rises out of the tumble-down chimney, nor, 
though it was now quite dark, did any light 
shine through the open door of the hut. This 
was the wretched abode of Mrs. Wilkins : she, 
dirty, untidy, and haggard-looking, was stand- 
ing at the door, watching for her husband's 
return. He was often late, so that it was 
nothing surprising that he should not be home 
now ; but she had a presentiment of coming 
evil which would not allow her to remain quiet. 
Her boys too were still absent. 

She went inside the cottage, and lighted the 
last dip she had remaining, and placed it in the 
window, that it might be a guide to them all 
as they came wandering back to their miserable 
home. 

She was often obliged to do this, as her hus- 
band had become a notorious poacher, and her 
sons also formed part of the gang ; they fre- 
quently had to fly home as they best might to 
escape detection, when the keepers were after 
them. The light therefore at the window was 
a great help to them when they were scamper- 
ing across the country, and as soon as they 
had thrown their guns, game, and bludgeons 
into the carefully concealed hole prepared for 
them, the candle was put out, and they were 
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innocently sleeping when a search was made 
for the culprits. 

They had so often escaped in this manner, 
that they were grown hardened in guilt, and 
even Mrs. Wilkins had ceased to be alarmed 
for their safety ; to-night, however, the shadow 
of sad events weighed upon her spirits, and 
made her feel utterly miserable. 

" What a dreadful lot is mine,'' thought she, 
" to be left alone all day, with hardly enough 
fpod to keep me alive, only this dreary hovel 
to cover me, and the daily fear of my hus- 
band and children being brought home to me 
corpses ! What have I done, that I should be 
so cursed 7 First my husband took to poach- 
ing, then work failep him, and my little girl 
died, who might have been a comfort to me, 
and now it has come to this.'' 

The poor woman covered her face with her 
hands and wept bitterly; but alas I she did 
not turn to Him Who alone could help her, 
and give her any comfort; she had so long 
neglected to worship her Oon, that she did not 
conuder, that in all dangers and afflictions He 
can give succour and relief, if we pray to Him 
for it. 

Mrs. Wilkins went into the cottage again, to 
trim the candle, which was burning very low 
in the socket. " Will they never come ?" she 
thought, and then she restlessly walked out 

i2 
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into the air again^ ia fact she could not remain 
in that close little room, for her hasband^s 
ostensible employment was a collector of bones 
and rags, and a large sack of this fragrant and 
delicious compound of merchandise stood in 
one dark corner of the hut, the bed with itii 
dirty, ragged quilt stood in another, and with a 
three-legged table, and a couple of stools com* 
pleted the furniture of the apartment. 

Mrs. Wilkins looked into the black dark- 
ness of the night, but she could see nothing; 
she listened intently, and thought she heard a 
scuffle of feet in the distance, the sound came 
nearer, it appeared to be several men hurrying 
along, but not running so fast as they generally 
did when they approached the cottage at times 
like the present ; something seemed to impede 
their progress, what could it be ? she saw her 
husband come in first, helping to drag in a 
dark object, his face was ashy white, and his 
eyes looked transfixed with horror ; when they 
came within the room, and the light shone 
upon the form they carried, she saw that it 
was a dead body covered with blood, which 
still dropped from a wound in his side ; and 
who can describe her feelings when the poor 
hanging head with its fixed open eyes met her 
view, and she saw revealed the features of her 
youngest son ! 

They placed him on the bed, and she un- 
dressed him, and washed his wounds, and 
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bathed bis face witb cold water, — ^but no life 
returned to his cold stiffening limbs, be was 
quite dead; so she closed his staring eyes, 
and then she turned round with an inquiring 
look to her husband and her other son, who 
were standing near, and watching her opera- 
tions. 

** We were shooting some pheasants,'^ the 
former said, in answer to her mute appeal for 
information as to the cause of this catastrophe, 
" and John went to pick up some birds, in the 
darkness we did not see where he was, and the 
gun went off, and, poor fellow, he was shot/^ 
He did not tell his wife that he was the one 
who fired off the gun, he could not own to her 
that he had murdered her son. " Come,'' he 
said, '^ it will not do for us to be found here^ 
the keepers are alert, and are even now after 
us ; we must not stay, or we shall be taken/' 

At these words Fred Bedford and the other 
poachers rushed off, while Wilkins and his 
son poked their guns, and birds, and poor 
John's bloody clothes in the hole in the floor 
of the little washhouse, which formed the 
other part of the hut, the mother all the time 
watching the door with a conflict of feelings 
that baffles description. 

There lay the dead body of her youngest 
boy, who had just met with a sudden and 
violent death while in the commission of a 
crime, and there were her husband and her 
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only remaining child preparing for flight, she 
knew not where, or for how long, or what 
would become of her in the meanwhile, or bow 
she should bury her poor boy. 

After her husband and son had finished 
their hasty measures for hiding their black 
night's work| they sneaked out of the cottage, 
and instantly a bright light shone in their 
faces, and a policeman seized upon them. 

" That is one of the men, I will swear to 
him,'' said two keepers who were standing 
close behind, and the father and son were 
brought back again into the hut, both hand- 
cuffed, for the son was also identified by the 
other keeper as being engaged in a terrible 
affray with the keepers a short time back, 
when one of the keepers was left for dead, and 
it was still feared whether he would ever re- 
cover ; they had tried to discover the poachers 
ever since, but only this night had they man- 
aged to find a clue to the real criminals ; they 
heard the shots fired, and watched the party 
enter the cottage, when they called a policeman, 
and were just in time to catch them before 
they made their escape. 

What a dreadful scene was that in the 
hovel, — the father and son in custody, the 
mother in hysterics, and on the bed the dead 
body of her unfortunate son, just slain by his 
own father. 
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The blood on the floor betrayed that some 
horrible event had happened^ and led them to 
follow the drops until they came to the hole 
in which all the unlawful tools and implements 
of their bad trade were concealed, and the 
wretched Wilkins and hia son saw them dis- 
cover the hiding-place, which had been suc- 
cessfully hidden for so long, and bring to light 
one by one, the guns, birds, and at last the 
bloody garments of the dead boy. 

** I fear this is a very ugly business,'^ said 
the policeman, *^ and we must have the coroner 
here to inquire into matters.^' 

So the two Wilkins's were marched off to 
prison, and another policeman remained in 
charge of the dead body until the coroner 
came in the morning. 

The village the next day was in a state of 
excitement, such as had never been witnessed 
there before. All the Wilkins's were examined 
as to the cause of John Wilkins^ death, and at 
first it seemed doubtful whether the jury would 
not bring in a verdict of murder against the 
father ; for the concealment of the clothes, and 
the evident intention of escaping from the 
hands of justice, were such very suspicious 
circumstances, in the opinion of the Court. 
However, the poaching business seemed suffi- 
cient to account for Wilkins^ alarm, and for 
that of his son, this was clearly proved against 
them both, and they were taken to prison. 
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The trial took place not long afterwards^ 
jast before which time the poor keeper who 
was 80 beaten about by Wilkins and his son 
in the poaching skirmish^ died of his wounds, 
so a verdict of manslaughter was brought 
against them both. The father was trans- 
ported for life, and the son was let off with 
one gear's imprisonment with hard labour. 

Let us hope that their punishment led them 
to reflect upon the past, and brought them to 
feel how great their guilt had been. When 
Wilkins and his son were taken to prison, 
Mrs. Wilkins, wretched and heart-broken, was 
obliged to go to the workhouse, as she had 
no means of supporting herself now in her 
miserable hovel. Her poor son was buried by 
the parish, and a more melancholy sight could 
not be imagined than the poor woman in her 
rusty scraps of mourning, alone and childless, 
and worse than a widow, following the remains 
of her murdered boy to the grave. Houseless 
and friendless, without a hope for the future, 
or comfort in her remembrance of the past, 
she seemed alike forsaken by Gon and man. 

Let us pray that we may have grace to love 
God, and keep His commandments, then we 
may be sure He will remember us in our sor- 
rows and afflictions, for the Lord will not 
forsake those who love Him, and those who 
seek Him shall surely find Him. 



THE COMMANDMENT WITH 

PR0M8SE. 

JfMt^ CommanHment. 

" Who keeps what parents here command » 
They long on earth shall live ; 
And glory in that happier land 
The God of life shaU giye." 

H^ mother ! let me go to school by 
the fields^'' exclaimed Ann Her- 
bert ; " it is so dull the road way^ 
there are no stiles, or anything 
to amuse me/' 

" No, dear/* answered her mother, " you 
do as I tell you, and go by the road ; after all 
the rain we have had, it is safer for you than 
the other way/' 

Ann pouted, but did as she was bid, though 
with a very bad grace. She walked slowly 
along the stupid road, thinking how tiresome 
her mother was, and she was tempted to turn 
back and go the field way, in spite of her 
mother's prohibition, when she saw in the 
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distance the lambs running about in the mea<- 
dows^ and the calves making themselves happy 
and running races one with another, whilst on 
the road there was not so much as a cart 
going by, to disturb the monotony of the 
straight ugly path ; it was very dirty too, which 
was an aggravation. She, however, did not 
turn back, for she thought it would make her 
so very late. But she reached school in a bad 
humour, and was put at the bottom of the 
class, because she did not know her lessons ; 
then she had to be kept back, when the 
others all went home to their dinner, to cor- 
rect her sum, which she had been very care- 
less over. This made her more sulky, and 
she still sat with her slate before her, when 
her schoolfellows returned at two o^cIock, the 
picture of gloom and suUenness refusing even 
to look at the sum before her. The children 
were not allowed to come near the table where 
she was seated, but she heard them talking to 
one another in eager tones, of poor Sarah Smith, 
who in coming to school that morning across 
the fields had tumbled into the water, and 
been almost drowned. The river had over- 
flowed its banks in the night, and the ditches 
and meadows were in many places covered 
pretty deep with water, and in getting over a 
stile her foot slipped and she fell into the deep 
ditch close by, which was full of water, as was 
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also the whole of the field surrounding it, so 
that the poor little girl struggled in vain to 
scramble out of her cold watery bed. She 
sereamed loudly, and fortunately Farmer Tom- 
kins was not far off, and hearing her cry he has- 
tened to the spot and pulled her out, and ran 
with her to her home, where she was placed in 
bed, and it was hoped she would not materially 
suffer from her wetting; but she felt great 
pain in all her limbs, and they feared she had 
taken a severe cold. 

The children all exclaimed, '' If Farmer 
Tomkins had not heard her scream she must 
have remained there until now, and then she 
would have been drowned I" 

Ann heard this with a start of horror ; sup- 
posing she had followed her wish of going by 
the fields, and had tumbled into the water like 
poor Sarah Smith, and no one had heard her 
call for help, and she had di^d there with all 
her sins upon her head ! Feeling herself to 
be the prey of so many evil passions, the idea 
of being suddenly called to appear before her 
Maker seemed dreadful to her, so she resolved 
to be a better girl for the future, and lifting up 
her heart for forgiveness and grace, she ap- 
plied herself resolutely to the task before her, 
and soon discovered the fault in her sum. 
She found that it only required a little atten- 
tion to see the mistake she had made, and to 
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rectify it. She finished the sum quickly, and 
then took it to the schooloiistress, begging her 
pardon for having been such a naughty girl. 
She bore a scolding and a bad mark put 
against her name with great patience, feeling 
how richly she deserved them both. She 
walked home slowly and sorrowfully, with her 
own bad temper and poor Sarah Smith's acci- 
dent before her eyes. The road no longer 
seemed dull and ugly to her ; it was filled with 
refiections on her own faults, and with imagin- 
ing what might have happened had she not 
obeyed her mother. 

When she reached her home she ran up to 
her mother, who stooped down to kiss her. 
'' Dear mother,'^ she said, '' you must not kiss 
me until you can say you forgive me, for I 
have been a naughty girl all day, and though 
I have obeyed you, indeed I have not done so 
in thought or will.'' And then Ann told her 
mother of all her bad temper in the morning, 
and how she was brought to a sense of her 
faulty by hearing of Sarah Smith's sad acci- 
dent. Her mother kissed her fondly. 

''Dear child," she said, 'Met us be thankful 
that you were saved from the sin of disobedi* 
ence, and from the punishment which perhaps 
might have followed its commission. I am sure 
you will see upon reflection, that if what your 
father and I tell you to do seems irksome. 
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still you are bound to obey us, because God 
Himself commands it. But you must come to 
tea DOW, for I am sure yon will want some, as 
you have had no dinner to-day/' 

They sat dowD to tea, which Ann enjoyed, 
for she was very hungry ; but she was much 
quieter than usual, and not like her generally 
merry self. 

'* Would you wish for an egg, dear V* her 
mother asked ; " your white ben has laid a 
beautiful large egg to-day/' 

''May I take it to Sarah Smith?'' said 
Ann, " now she is poorly, she may fancy a 
fresh-laid eg^.^* 

'* Yes," answered her mother, " you can 
take it to her when you have finished your 
tea ; and I will go with you, and see if Mrs. 
Smith is in want of anything." 

So they went together and found Sarah 
in bed, and still in pain in her limbs from 
the cold ducking she had undergone. Mrs. 
Smith was rubbing her with hot flannels to 
bring back the circulation. She turned round 
and smiled at them when they entered, and 
told them that her little girl was much better. 
*' We ought to be very thankful," she addedj 
*' that 'she was not drowned." 

Ann felt how deeply she joined in this thank- 
fulness, and took Sarah's hand, and presented 
her little ofiering of the egg, which pleased 
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her very much, and Sarah begged her to boil 
it for her supper. So the two girls chatted 
happily together, until Mrs. Herbert called her 
daughter to return home with her, as it was 
time for the little invalid to go to sleep. 

The next day upon inquiring how Sarah 
wasj they found her running about quite her- 
self again; but Ann never forgot the lesson 
she had received on her duty to her parents, 
and if ever she was tempted to disobey them 
she brought to her remembrance how nearly 
she might have died in the midst of disobedi- 
ence if she had followed her own wishes instead 
of her mother's directions. 

She grew up a lively, pleasant-looking, good- 
tempered girl, and when she was seventeen 
years old she went to service at Squire Harvey's 
as under-housemaid, and she soon became a 
great favourite with all the household, as she 
was so very obliging, and ready to give a 
helping hand to anybody who needed it. When 
she got a little used to her fellow-servants she 
amused them by her quick and ready answers 
to their good-humoured fun in the servants' 
hall, and by her sprightly talk ; for being an 
only child she had been brought forward more 
than is usual with some girls of her age, and al- 
lowed to let her tongue wag as long as she was 
not vulgar, or rude, or showed ill-will to anyone. 

At the end of two years the upper-house- 



THi: COMMANDMENT WITH PBOM18S. 101 

maid married, and Ann was exalted to her 
place, and became an expert and good senrant. 

Mr. and Mrs. Harvey and their eldest 
daughter generally went to London in the 
spring for three months, and this year they 
brought back with them a smart town footman* 
He rejoiced in the name of James Montague, 
and had the most beautiful curled hair scented 
with delicious pomade ; he was tall, and of a 
fine figure, which his fellow-senrants thought 
to be '' commanding in its height.^' He had 
elegant white hands, always kept scrupulously 
clean, and wearing upon grand occasions a 
glittering diamond ring upon his little finger. 
No wonder that all the village was enraptured 
with him, and when we add to these attractions 
that he sang melting songs and played on the 
guitar, which was suspended round his neck 
by a blue ribbon, and that he quoted poetry, 
and lisped a little, I feel aure that you will all 
own that his attractions in the servants' hall 
were irresistible. 

The first Sunday he appeared at church he 
created quite a sensation as he put up his eye- 
glass at the clergyman, and stretched out his 
splendid legs clad in pink silk stockings. 

Ann thought he was the most handsome 
man her eyes ever beheld, and when he con- 
descended to talk to her as he walked back to 
the Hall, she knew how everyone must be 
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envying her^ and felt it the proudest momeat 
of her life. 

As he sat after dinner he spoke of the 
sermon, which, he said, reminded him of one 
the Bishop of Ijondon had preached on aa 
occasion when he, James Montague, was at 
the Chapel Royal, and he remembered stand* 
ing near the Duke of Beaumachausan, who 
seemed to feel the discourse very deeply, and 
to be much affected by it. 

Ann listened with all her ears. To be with 
one who had frequented such grand company 
and who talked familiarly of dukes and princes^ 
and, moreover, who was polite enough to take 
notice of a little country girl like herself^ 
almost turned her head, and when at the end 
of the evening he presented her with the 
geranium out of his button-hole she blushed a 
deep red, and walked up stairs to bed in a sort 
of dream of delight and flattered vanity. She 
placed his gift carefully in water, after first 
gently pressing it to her lips, and she closed 
her eyes in a tumult of feelings she did not 
care to analyse. 

The next morning her first thought waa — 
the flower 1 and there it stood on the little 
table just before her, its delicate petals quite 
recovered from their faintness of the preceding 
evening, and it brought back to her remem- 
brance all Mr. James Montague's interesting 
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conversation, and bis flattering looks more than 
words of the day before. 

She did not remain idle however, she got 
up quickly, and went about her work with a 
Ught heart, feeling she should see him at 
breakfast, before which time he was never 
visible, and wondering whether he would take 
any notice of her, or whether he would forget 
that he had singled her out for any attentions. 
She finished all she had to do very neatly, and 
then looked in the glass to see that her cap 
was straight, and that no dust had settled on 
her smooth hair, and when eight o'clock struck 
and the bell rang, down she tripped, feeling a 
pleasant kind of palpitation under the band of 
her apron, and having a pretty little flush on 
her cheek. 

Mr. Montague was not down, and she had 
almost finished her breakfast when he made 
his appearance, looking, as Ann thought, more 
captivating than ever. To her secret joy he 
recognised her across the table by a nod. 
'' Good morning. Miss Ann,'' he said, " you 
look as blooming as a rose." 

Ann felt quite confused, and partly to hide 
her blushes, and partly out of good nature, she 
turned to the fire, and warmed a piece of toast 
and offered it to him, saying it had got so cold 
she thought he would not fancy it unless 
freshened at the fire a little. 
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He thanked her politely, saying it wotild 
taste all the nicer from her fair fingers. 

Ann knew that her hands were not very 
white, for they were used to hard work, and to 
make themselves useful, but she felt very 
pleased nevertheless, and every morning she 
made it her duty, or pleasure, I should rather 
say, to warm d piece of toast for him. " His 
appetite was very fickle, '^ she would say, *' and 
poor man, he ought to have something that 
he could eat/' 

Mr. Montague rewarded her for her pains 
by some sweet words and looks, and some- 
times she was tempted to linger until the 
dining-room bell rang for prayers to listen to 
his talk, which grew every day more interest- 
ing to her. 

He had a way of speaking of great people 
as if he was their chosen acquaintance and 
associate. "When I was driving with my 
Lord Worrytown," he would say, "his lordship's 
hat blew off, the wind being high at the time, 
and when I picked it up for him, he pleasantly 
observed, ' I suppose if there was a law passed 
like the great Napoleon made for his soldiers, 
that every man who lost his hat should lose 
his head, such a catastrophe as this would 
never happen ;' '* or, " one day at Lady Mary 
Tinybrain's the conversation turned upon the 
perfect education of French dogs, and her 
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ladyship said that when she was io Paris last 
winter she saw a poodle who knew the rank 
of everyone so well that he would not bow to 
anybody under the rank of a marquis; the 
Countess Fidgetsides mentioned that while she 
was in Paris she was shown the Empress's 
favourite pug, a lovely creature with large 
eyes, and a love of a tail, which curled so 
tight that it lifted him off his hind legs/' 

This kind of talking took with the party in 
the servants' hall amazingly; the old, grey- 
headed butler, who had lived in Mr. Harvey's 
family for twenty years, certainly gave an oc- 
casional Pish 1 or grunt of disapproval when 
Mr. Montague's speeches were more than 
commonly flowery or grandiloquent, but even 
he was pleased with his music, and as for all the 
others, they were enchanted with everything 
about him ; from the kitchen-maid up to Mrs. 
Mumpey, the housekeeper, they all thought 
that England did not possess such another 
piece of perfection; so no wonder that poor 
Ann's simple head was turned by his fascina- 
tions, especially as he took the trouble to direct 
them to herself. 

Time flew by only too quickly for Ann, who 
dreaded the arrival of the spring, for then 
the family would go to London, and Mr. 
Montague would accompany them, and what a 
blank would his absence cause! She could 
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not bear to think of it, her heart was entirely 
given to him, and she believed he loved her in 
return, though he had never told her so in so 
many words, yet his eyes and manner had, 
she thought, betrayed him again and again. 

Ann was rather shocked to feel how little 
her father and mother had been in her mind 
of late; ever since this passion had taken pos- 
session of her she seemed not to have had 
time to think of them. Beyond seeing them 
at church, and knowing that they were well, 
she did not trouble much about them, and 
when the housekeeper said to her at Christmas 
that instead of going home for a week then^ as 
she generally was allowed to do, she must put 
it off for a little, the house being so full of 
company^ Ann was startled at the throb of 
pleasure her heart gave at hearing these words, 
for she could not bear the idea of running 
away from the Hall while Mr. Montague was 
there ; and when the company had left, and 
Mrs. Mumpey told her that now she was at 
liberty to go and pay her parents a visit, Ann 
could hardly restrain her tears ; but she felt 
that she must tear herself away, or everybody 
would wonder, and perhaps discover the reason^ 
So she went with a very different step from 
her usual light and happy one, and resolved to 
make some excuse for only staying two days 
with them. 
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When she reached her home, she felt very 
happy at seeing her dear father and mother 
again, and they were so delighted to welcome 
her loved face amongst them once more, that 
she blamed herself sincerely for her unwilling- 
ness to leave the Hall, and resolved to remain 
with them until the end of the week, as she 
was allowed to do. But she caught herself 
many times counting how long it would be 
before she saw Mr. Montague again, and 
imagining what he was doing at various times 
in the day. 

Mrs. Herbert saw that her daughter was 
not in her usual lively spirits, and questioned 
her several times; but Ann always contrived 
to evade her scrutiny. 

The last day, just before she returned to 
Mr. Harvey's, Mrs* Herbert kissed her fondly, 
and begged Ann to tell her what was amiss, 
and at last, with many blushes and a few 
tears, she was induced to own that her affec- 
tions were fixed upon Mr. Montague, that he 
was almost perfection in her eyes, and that she 
did not fancy she could ever live happily away 
from him. 

Mrs. Herbert blamed herself for not think- 
ing of this danger with the Hall servants for 
her darling. She had forgotten that her 
daughter was now growing up, and getting of 
an age when love affairs might be expected. 
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"You know, my darling/' she said, "that 
your father and I can have bat one wish, and 
that is your happiness, and if this young man 
is steady, and you both love one another, there 
is nothing we should like so much as to see 
you happily married, though you are very 
young as yet, dear, I own ; but it would be 
very pleasant to have you, and this young man 
you talk about, come and take a cottage near 
us perhaps, and settle down comfortably. All 
I ask you is, that you will not engage yourself 
to him, or think of him more than you can 
help, until we have inquired something about 
him/' 

Ann readily promised this, and also that 
she would not show her preference for Mr. 
Montague, or allow herself to be much with 
him. And she walked back to the Hall feel- 
ing much happier for having told her mother 
all, and secretly rejoicing in the thought that 
she should soon see the man she loved again. 
The only misgiving she had was when she 
remembered what her mother had said about 
Mr. Montague settling down in a cottage. 
That he should work in a garden, and keep a 
pig, and employ himself in country employ- 
ments, like her own father, for instance, would 
she felt be simply impossible; however, she 
thought, these things would right themselves. 

So she took off her bonnet, and made her^ 



THE COMMANDMENT WITH FBOMI8E. 109 

self neat^ and went to dinner^ where all the 
party were assembled. 

Mr. Montague was telling one of his inter* 
esting stories about great people when she 
entered, but he stopped to speak to her^ and 
added that they had missed her much. He 
made a space that she might come and sit 
down near him; but she thought of her 
mother's warnings, and took a chair the op- 
posite side of the table. When she raised her 
eyes a short time afterwards, she saw his look- 
ing reproachfully at her, and it almost upset 
her. 

As soon as she had finished her dinner, she 
went to her work as quickly as possible. 

But evening was the trying time. She 
brought her sewing, and resolutely determined 
not to look at him. Unfortunately when she 
entered the room he seemed to her eyes more 
charming than ever. His guitar was suspended 
round his neck by its blue ribbon, his hair 
was beautifully brushed, and in his button- 
hole was a fresh, sweet, white rosebud. 

Everyone was waiting, anxious to hear him 
begin his song. 

"I stayed until you came, thinking you 
might like to hear it also, Miss Ann/' he said, 
" but you look pale.'' 

'^ Thank you, I am quite well," poor Ann 
answered, as sh^ seated herself work in hand. 
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But sbe soon forgot all about her work as she 
listened to his song^ which was very soft and 
•weetw 
The words were these* 

" What IB love ? a toy ? 
Ah, no ! ah, do I 
Love is a life-lonf joy» 
A plant that never dies, 
Whose source was from the skies. 

'' XiOve eheers the wounded heart, 
For aye, for aye ; 
Love, with its silver dart, 
Joins severed souls m one, 
Until life's journey's done. 

*< Love gilds the lowly cot 
With light and life, 
Makine its humble lot 
Brimfiu of peace and bliss, 
And wanned with tend*i«8t kiM. 

'* Love dies with life, they say, 
Not so, not BO, 
Love Itvies an endless day ; 
Heaven's kind, best gift was love, 
Perfect, it reigns above." 

There was a breathless silence all the time he 
was singing this touching refrain, and when he 
had finished everybody cried, 'Movely/* ''sweet,** 
^'nice,** "pretty," or " beautiful," according 
as it struck their fancy. Ann alone said nor- 
thing, for she felt too much for speech, and 
ber eyes were filled with tears, whicli she was 
afraid every moment would overflow. 
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She was glad when bedtime came, and die 
could think oyer the events of the day undis* 
turbed. It was hard of her mother to wish • 
her to conceal her feelings, she fancied, and if 
she could have heard that apkndid song, she 
would have had no misgivings aboot his oh»« 
raeter; no bad man could have sung that 
song, and she dropped asleep, trying to re# 
member the delightful words. 

The next morning she was careful to leave 
the servants^ hall before he entered it, that she 
might not be tempted to warm the toast for 
faim as usual, but it was a sore trial to her^ 
and Mrs. Mumpey, seeing her look pale, 
thought she was sad at leaving her parents, so 
she sent her on an errand to the village shop, 
as a little change for her. 

She went rather slowly, for her heart was 
very busy imagining its pleasant day-dream, 
and on her return, as she turned a corner tit 
the lancy she suddenly met Mr. Montague face 
to face. She blushed deeply, and her heart 
fluttered like a wild bird in a cage. 

''Oh, Ann/' said Mr. Montague, ''I am 
glad to have seen you, for I wanted to ask you 
how I have been so unfortunate as to oflFend 
you ?" 

'^ Indeed you have not offended me, Mr. 
Montague,'' said Aon in a low voice. 

'^ Call me James, dear little Ann^ for you 
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love me, do you not f My heart has been 
yours long ago, and surely you love me a little 
* bit, do you not, dearest Ann V said he, taking 
her hand. 

She looked up in his face for one moment, 
and saw his eyes fixed tenderly upon her: all 
her promises and her mother's warnings were 
unheeded and. forgotten. '^ James, I do love 
you,'' she cried, '5 entirely and devotedly." 

He clasped her in his arms, and sealed the 
confession with one long, ardent kiss. And 
then came a delicious half-hour, which was 
never forgotten by Ann, when they seated 
themselves side by side on a fallen tree, and 
exchanged vows of never-dying affection. He 
told her how fond he was of her, and drew 
from her the depth and warmth of her young, 
loving heart, and taking a silver coin from his 
pocket, he broke it in two, and boring a hole in 
each half, he gave her one, and begged her to 
wear it in token of her promise of becoming 
his wife, and not to part with it as long as her 
love for him lasted. 

'^ Then that will be until I die,'' she replied. 

Just then the Hall bell rang. 

^' There is our tea ready," said James, 
" what will they all say to us V 

" I quite forgot Mrs. Mumpey," exclaimed 
Ann, " how she will wonder what I am about 
all this time." 
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So she took to ber heels, and ran as fast as 
she could, and never stopped until she reached 
the Hall. Her bonnet was off in a trice, and 
then she joined the servants at their tea. 

'* Why, Ann,'' said Mrs. Mumpey, " what 
a time you have been ; I shall not send you w 
an errand for me again.^' 

**I am very sorry," answered Ann, ''to 
bftve been so long ; I hope you have not wanted 
the things.'^ 

'' Fortunately I was in no great hurry, Ann, 
but now, have your tea at once^for we have 
almost finished. Where is Mr. Montague, I 
wonder, does anybody know? but be is air- 
ways late for meals, so that is nothing to be 
surprised at.'' 

Ann felt herself redden, but she said no- 
thing, and just then James entered, and made 
hia polished bow, and polite excuse to Mrs. 
Mumpey, so that, as she said afterwards, no 
one could have the heart to find fault with him. 
And it crossed Ann's mind, how handsome 
and elegant he was, and what a lucky girl she 
ought to think herself that he should have 
taken a fancy to her. She was very quiet all the 
evening, for her heart was too full for words. 

The next morning how charming was the 
waking, the feeling that something pleasant 
had happened, and the gradual consciousness 
of what this pleasant thing was, and how much 

l2 
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more delightful was the reality than the most 
charming dream she could imagine. 

'* He loves me I" she thought^ and this cer- 
tainty brightened every object that met her 
eyes, the sun shone with a warmer lustre/ the 
birds sang more joyously, the early morning 
air seemed fresher and more fragrant than 
usual, and she never looked so pretty as she 
did when she came into the servants' hall to 
breakfast that morning. 

She was rather late, as (if the truth must be 
told) she had gone up stairs, after the bell rang^ 
to put on a clean collar and a little pink bow 
of ribbon^ her step was light, she seemed to 
tread on air, and her eyes danced with hap- 
piness. 

James gave her an admiring glance, and 
pointed to a chair next to him, where she 
placed herself with a glad smile, and gave her- 
self up to the pleasure of being in the company 
of one so dear to her, and she allowed herself 
to remain for a little while after the rest of the 

Earty had left the room, to enjoy a few of his 
oneyed words, and earnest protestations of 
affection. 

In the course of the morning she was told 
that her mother was come to see her, this was 
rather unusual, as Mrs. Herbert did not often 
come to interrupt her daughter in her duties. 
Ann felt a prick of conscience when she thought 
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how entirely she had disobeyed her mother's 
advice about not engaging herself to James 
nntil some inquiry had been made about his 
character, but she thought it was impossible 
there could be anything wrong in her dear 
James, so she ran down stairs eager to tell her 
mother what a happy creature she was. When 
she entered the housekeeper's room, she was 
shocked to see her mother in tears, and looking 
the picture of grief. 

"Dear mother/' she cried, ''what is the 
matter ?" 

'' 0, my darling, I have, I fear, very sad 
news to tell you ; Mr. Montague is not worthy 
of your love, we hear he has been courting 
Susan Williams this long time, and 1 believe 
she expects him to marry her." 

" Mother, mother," exclaimed Ann, turning 
deadly pale, '' it is not, it cannot be true, he 
loves me, and me alone, he told me so last 
evening, and I have plighted my troth to 
him." 

"My dear Ann," said Mrs. Herbert, "I 
begged you not to have anything to do with 
the man until we had inquired about him; 
I assure you I do not speak unadvisedly, it is 
too true what I tell you ; but I am so sorry for 
you, my dear child, and I cannot express to 
you the grief I feel at having to bring you 
such bad tidings." 
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Ann seemed hardly to bear her mother 
speaki she sat motionless, and white as a sta- 
tue. Mrs. Herbert took her hand, and kisaing 
her, said, " Dearest Ann, come home with me, 
and let us talk this over together quietly/' 

Ann started as if she had been stung. 

'' Mother,'' she said, " I cannot go uotil I 
have seen him ; supposing this dreadful tale is 
untrue V* 

''You shall do as you like, my dear, but 
come with me first, and hear from Susan her- 
self whether the story be true or false.'* 

Ann suffered her mother to lead her away, 
and while she was getting ready to accompany 
her, Mrs. Herbert found means to draw Mrs. 
Mumpey aside, and tell her as much of the 
tale as she thought right. 

Mrs, Mumpey was a kind, motherly person, 
who did not consider the servants merely as 
machines to do the work, but interested herself 
in their well being, and encouraged them to 
come to her in any distress and difficulty. 
She was very sorry to hear of poor Ann's 
trouble, and willingly gave leave that she 
should go home for a little while, 

'' The family are going to London shortly, 
and the menservants will accompany them, so 
then Ann can come back to us," she said; 
'' James is very civil, and a good servant, and 
we all like him very much, but we do not 
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know anything about his private character ; he 
was hired in London^ and when master goes 
there this springs I will ask him to make in- 
quiries abput James's habits and ways/' 

So Mrs. Herbert and her daughter walked 
slowly to Susan Williams' cottage ; Ann waa 
leaning on her mother's arm, who suddenly 
felt her daughter tremble violently^ and draw 
her back within the shadow of a wall which 
stood near ; she turned her head to see the 
cause of this agitation^ and saw a tall man 
muffled up in a great coat^ walking away with 
hasty steps^ and she thought at once that this 
was the very person who had brought all this 
sorrow to poor Ann^ and she pressed her hand 
to show her that she understood and feh 
for her. 

As soon as James was out of sight, Ann 
said in a stifled voice, " Let us go on, mother, 
and hear what Susan has to say." 

Mrs. Herbert thought the kindest thing 
would be to take her at her word, so she 
tapped at Mrs. Williams' door, and Susan 
opened it to them, dressed very smartly, and 
looking very happy. 

*' How do you do, Mrs. Herbert ?" she said, 
" pray come in ; why Ann seems poorly, does 
she not 7 let her rest a little in our house." 

'' She does feel rather faint," answered Mrs. 
Herbert, " she has been doing a good deal this 
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morning, but sbe will soon be better, if yoa 
will allow her to sit down a bit, and give her a 
glass of water/' 

Susan sQon fetched the water, ^and then 
Mrs. Herbert entered at once into tne subject 
on her miad. 

^' Susan, I find Mr. Montague from the 
Hall is an admirer of yours, we have just met 
him coming from paying you a visit ; has he 
fixed the day yet for the wedding ?'' 

" Oh, Mrs. Herbert, how do you know this X 
he certainly has been here, but he begged me 
not to tell any one of our engagement, aa 
we cannot be married until after be returaa 
from London next. But though he has beeo 
courting me some time, he has been so sly, 
that I did not know that any one suspected it, 
I suppose you must have made him confess it 
himself when you met him just now." 

'^ Never mind, Susan, we shall not betray 
your secret,'^ said Mrs. Herbert, and then she 
talked on other subjects, to give her daughter 
time to recover a little from this terrible shock. 

As soon as possible she took her departure, 
leading Ann by the hand, who looked like one 
stunned, 

'^ Take me home, dear mother,^' she sobbed, 
when they were outside the house, '' and never 
let me leave you any more.'' 

Her parents were both very tender and kind 
to her, and never alluded to this sad aflBur, 



THS COHKANDMBNT WITH PBOHI8S. 119 

nntil she broaght it forward herself two even- 
ings afterwards. 

''May I not see him once moref she 
adLed^ '' you need not fear my being deceived 
again^ but I should like to see him once 
more." 

** My darling/' they both said^ '^ we beg of 
you not to think of it^ it can do no possible 
good^ and he will only try to make you over- 
look his conduct ; and a person who could de« 
lude another in that sort of way, would never 
be fit to be trusted.^' 

** Well^ dear father and mother^ I will do as 
you tell me, for I have suffered very much from 
not following your advice already; it would 
not have been half so bad to find out he was 
untrue, if I had not allowed myself to be en- 
gaged to him that morning* But I am thank- 
ful that the truth was discovered, and I trust I 
diall give you no more trouble." 

They kissed her, and were very thoughtful 
of her in every way, and she did not venture 
out of the house for fear of meeting James, 
until she heard that all the family were gone 
to London. She then went for a little walk, 
88 she felt that the fresh air would do her 
good, and she sat down on a stile, thinking 
bow much older she seemed since the few 
weeks she last passed that way. Nothing 
looked so bright as it did then, sin appeared 
to have left its blighting influence on all around 
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her ; the day was dull, and the very earth and 
sky bore to her mind the impress of evil. 
She covered her face with her hands^ and the 
tears oozed through her fingers ; even to love 
brought a curse with it, she thought, and she 
remained for some time quite still, with the 
pleasant dream of the past, and its sad awak- 
ing crossing before her mind. 

All at once she felt an arm pass gently round 
her waist, and a voice close to her ear whis- 
pered, "Ann, Ann.'' 

She started up as quick as lightning, there 
stood James before her, rather more grave thaa 
nsual, but still his own handsome self. 

" Mr. Montague,'' she cried, " I wonder you 
are not ashamed to see me, still more to touch 
me, after deceiving me in the way you have 
done ; and I beg you will go on at once, and 
leave me alone." 

" Ann, dear Ann,'' he exclaimed in faltering 
accents, " is that the way you speak to me^ 
after owning to roe that you loved me ? have 
you forgotten those sweet words, which I shall 
never forget, that you uttered in the lane that 
happy morning ?" 

" How dare you allude to it, Mr. Montague, 
when all the time you were making love to 
Susan Williams, and the day is almost Sxei 
for your marriage ?" 

" I shall never marry Susan Williams/' he 
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answered^ ** I can explain every thing to you 
fully, and it is for this purpose that I remained 
in the village after the others were gone, as I 
was deteroiined to see you, and to own to you 
that I had a fancy for Susan before I saw you^ 
but that when I became acquainted with you^ 
my love was entirely yours, and the only diffi- 
culty was how to break with Susan, so I put 
her off until after my return from London, 
hoping by that time you would have agreed to 
marry me, and that she would have chosen 
some one else, for she does not love me as you 
do, dearest Ann. Forgive me, my own dear 
little one, my only fault was the not liking to 
trouble you with my worries and embarrass* 
ments.^' 

And Ann believed and forgave him, as what 
loving woman would not believe the man she 
loved, and forgive him too^ when his chief sin 
appeared to be that he forgot every thing but 
his love for her ? 

'' Dearest Ann,'' continued James, after an 
eloquent pause, composed of squeezings of the 
hand, and looks that spoke more powerfully 
than words could do, '^ come with me to Lon- 
don, let us go first to some quiet town, where 
I will get a licence, and we can be married 
immediately, and then, oh, dear Ann, we shall 
be so happy I Do not refuse my request, dar- 
ling, I shall be miserable without you/' 

M 
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It was a sore tetuptation. Why shoald she 
not go with the man she loved^ and be his 
blissful wife ? She raised her eyes^ the roof of 
her father's cottage was jast visible through 
the trees^ and the blue smoke carled softly 
but steadily upwards, like the incense of 
prayer rising to Heaven from earnest hearts. 
Under that roof lived her parents who loved 
her also very deeply, perhaps their prayers 
were now being offered up for her ; and they 
had so seriously entreated her to have nothing 
more to do with this man; could she act 
directly in opposition to their wishes ? Could 
she expect a blessing would follow if she dis- 
obeyed them ? '^ Honour thy father and mo* 
ther" was the command of 6od Himself, — this 
thought saved her. 

*' Dear James/' she said in a firm voice, " I 
have quite made up my mind not to go with 
you now : when you return from London, if all 
is well, and you still wish it, I will be your 
wife. After all it is not long to wait, and the 
time will soon pass." 

James tried to induce her to alter her deter- 
mination, but without success, and she ran 
quickly home to escape further importunity, 
and told her mother what had happened. She 
agreed with her that they would wait patiently 
and hope for the best. 

About a week after this, Mrs. Mumpey aur- 
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prised them by calliDg rather early^ as she was 
Dot often able to leave home in the moroingi 
she looked very grave, and taking Mrs. Her- 
bert aside, she gave her a letter to read from 
her master^ which she had just received. 

'' You had better read it to Ann when I am 
gone, for I fear the news it contains will be a 
shock to her/' she said, and soon afterwards 
took her departure. 

Mrs. Herbert opened the letter with trem* 
bling fingers, and there found that Mr. Harvey 
had inquired about the private history of James 
Montague, and discovered that he was actually 
a married man, that he had been married three 
years, and his wife and one child lived in an 
out-of-the-way street in London. Mr. Harvey 
added that he was so annoyed by James' de* 
ceitfui conduct, that he should discharge him 
before he returned into the country. 

Ann was horror-stricken at this dreadful 
disclosure, her first thought was gratitude for 
the escape she had had. *' Oh, dear mother, 
let us thank 6od together for His mercy in 
saving me from such life-long misery. How 
glad 1 am that I was not led away by passion 
to forget your warnings, and disobey your 
wishes.'' She also begged her mother to take 
the letter to Susan Williams, that she might 
not be deceived in him any longer. This Mrs. 
Herbert did, and Susan received the intelli- 
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gence of James Montague's false conduct 
about as differently from Ann as could be 
imagined. She tossed her bead, '^ I wish his 
wife luck with him/' she exclaimed^ '^ a nice 
bargain she has got ; I am sure she is very 
welcome to him, / don't envy her for one, 
there are many more, better men than he is, 
in the world." So Mrs. Herbert came away, 
feeling there was no fear of Susan breaking 
her heart this time. 

Ann set herself in earnest to make her 
parents happy, and to do her duty^ and forget 
the bad man who had obtained such a hold 
over her affections. She was cheerful and 
serene^ but never quite the merry creature she 
was before she obtained this sad insight into a 
black human nature. She remained in service 
for some years longer, and then married a 
respectable steady man, who had loved her a 
long time, and who was a great favourite with 
her parents. 

Their dream came true of her settling in a 
house near them, and she often looked back in 
the calm contentedness of a happy wedded life 
to the uneasy fever fit of past years with thank- 
fulness, that God had safely brought her to 
the blessed haven of safety and peace. Verily 
the obedience to parents had met with its re- 
ward even in this life. 
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^ij:ti) Commantiment 

" Anger is like rain whicli breaks itself npon that it falls/' 

'.' When the furions fit was overpast, 

His cruel facts he often woald repent ; 

Yet wUfuI man he never would forecast 

How many mischiefs wonld ensue his heedlen haste." 

HAT is the cause of all this dis* 
turbance^ nurse ?^' said a lady 
entering the nursery where the 
noise of a roaring cnild was so 
great that her voice could hardly be heard. 

" Oh, ma'am, it is only Master Percy in 
one of his tantrems/' answered the nurse. 
" it will soon be over, and then he will be 
good.'' 

'* Well, nurse, I beg when Master Percy is 
naughty like this you will keep the double 
doors shut, for really my nerves will not stand 
such a clamour and riot,'' said Mrs. Ham- 
mond, leaving the room. 

In time Percy, having tired himself with 
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his violent fit of passion^ went to sleep on the 
floor^ and awoke in a very lively^ happy hu- 
mour^ having quite forgotten what had made 
him in such a rage, and appearing as if nothing 
could ever ofiend him again. His nurse got 
tired of checking him^ and having four other 
children to look after she let him do pretty 
much as he liked. '' Master Percy/' she would 
say^ '^ would come rounds if you took no 
notice ; and if his spirit was high^ at all events, 
the worst was soon over/ and a nicer tempered 
boy, when he was not offended, did not exist !'' 
In fact everybody lovjed him, he was so affec- 
tionate and warm-hearted, and he did not 
care what trouble he took to oblige those who 
were kind to him : he also was very lively and 
full of fun, so that he was the life of the little 
party in the nursery. Unfortunately his tem- 
per was exceedingly hasty — ^he would fly into 
a rage in a moment. Then he seemed almost 
beside himself, and hardly to know what he 
said or did. The nurse had tried to correct 
him, and show him how very naughty it was 
of him to give way to his angry feelings, but 
without much success, though he would always 
own how sorry he was for what had happened 
when the fit was over. His father, Mr. Ham- 
mond, was a lawyer, and engaged in business 
all day, so he bad very little time to attend to 
his family, and Mrs. Hammond was an inva- 
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lid, who did not see much of the childreOi as 
she could not bear their noise and bustle* 
They were always taken down to the drawing- 
room to see her for half an hour after she had 
finished her breakfast, and for the same period 
before her dinner-hour, and nurse used to de- 
clare that they were always naughtier at those 
times than they were all the rest of the day. 
Something was sure to happen, to bring on a 
great cry, or a passionate fit of Fercy^s, 

'^ It must be the contrariety of human na- 
ture,'' nurse would say ; '* but as soon as they 
have their best things on, and are told to keep 
quiet, they choose that identical moment for 
an uproar, such as they don't attempt at other 
times/' 

One evening, when they were brought down 
to the drawing-room, waiting in great order 
to be spoken to, Percy was standing behind his 
little sister, and for something to do tied the 
ends of her grand sash round the back of a 
chair. Mrs. Hammond called Rose, and she 
sprang forward and fell down, and the chair 
on the top of her, which gave her head a hard 
bump, so that she cried lustily, and they all had 
to be sent away in disgrace. Another time Percy 
trod on the tail of the large beautiful white Per- 
sian cat, which was sitting in the middle of 
the hearth-rug just before the fire, and wink- 
ing his eyes, and looking as Percy fancied as 
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if he was thinking of nothings and t>iight 
to he roused a little; but upon feeling the 
indignity offered to his hushy tail^ poor pussy 
uttered such a yell that even nurse gave a 
jump, and as for Mrs. Hammond she went into 
hysterics outright. On another occasion Per- 
ey's brother giving his hair a sly pull, caused 
Percy to fly at him like a wild animal, and 
they had a regular fight in the drawing-room, 
upsetting a table, and breaking a handsome 
china jar,, which stood upon it. 

Percy^s brother Charles was awe-stricken 
and quieted by the mischief he had done ; but 
Percy was not come to the end of his fight, 
and he had to be dragged up stairs kicking, 
struggling, and plunging. No wonder that 
poor Mrs. Hammond thought that there was 
not such another bad boy as Percy upcm the 
face of the earth, and that an evil spirit must 
surely possess him, or such outrageous things 
would not come into his head. Nurse used 
to talk to him very seriously at times, as his 
mother was not strong enough to do so, and 
teach him to pray that his hasty temper might 
be subdued, and he would then resolve to re- 
member her words ; but the very next time he 
was tempted he would forget everything but 
the impulse of the moment. 

The children had a little puppy, called Pug, 
which they were all very fond of, it was the 
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most ^musing creature possible, and up to all 
sorts of diverting tricks. He would sit on his 
bind legs with a bit of bread on his nose, and 
not attempt to eat it until they had said, 
*' make ready, present/^ and at the word ** fire/' 
he would throw it up in the air, and catch it in 
his mouth. Then he would dance all round 
the room, just in time to a tune which they 
would sing to him ; and when they came to a 
high note he would join the exact cadence, and 
continue it after they had all stopped. These 
and many other amusing ways, as well as the 
love of the Uttle animal for all the children, 
endeared him to them exceedingly, and Percy 
especially was devoted to him. 

About this time Percy was deeply engaged 
in concocting a wonderful kite, which was to 
be superior to any kite ever before created; 
and he pestered nurse, and all those about 
him the whole day, for paper, string, and 
paste, wherewith to build this kite of kites. 
At last the final dab of paste was plastered on 
its huge sides, the magnificent length of tail, 
with all its curl papers attached to it, fluttered 
over the back of a chair, and it was pronounced 
perfect by the assembled group, who, how- 
ever, were only allowed to admire it from a 
respectful distance. 

Nurse called them all now to take their 
walk, and Percy spread his damp treasure on 



180 THE CRICKET-HATCH. 

the ground before the fire to dry, with strict 
orders that no one was to go near it while he 
was away ; and nurse even gave him leave to 
turn the key of the nursery-door, that no ill- 
advised person might incontinently come near 
to molest this paper beauty. 

Alas I he did not perceive that poor Pug 
(tired with running about all the morning,) 
was fast asleep on a cushion in the corner of 
the room. Almost as soon as the door was 
closed behind them the puppy missed his 
friend^s voice and jumped up to join them* 
Finding the door shut he became restless, and 
running towards the fire he stood upon the 
kite, which being damp gave way under bis 
feet, and he went upon another part and popped 
through it again, so that very soon the fine 
toy was full of great holes; and not con- 
tented with doing this mischief, Pug found the 
taste of the damp paste rather agreeable, so he 
chewed and tore up all the rtigged paper, on* 
til nothing remained of the handsome kite bat 
its outside useless rim of wood. I tremble to 
describe the scene that followed the opening 
of the door to the young party, on their re- 
turn from their walk I The puppy was scam* 
pering about with bits of the destroyed play- 
thing in his mouth. He was in the highest 
spirits, as if he rejoiced in all the mischief he 
had done, and he ran up to Percy, appearing 
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to expect applause. The boy turned white with 
anger, and seizing poor Pug> he threw him 
with all bis force out of the room, and he fell 
into a pail of hot water, which the under 
narsery-maid was unfortunately bringing at 
that moment, to wash the floor with. 

A cry issued from everybody present, and 
Rose rushed forward, and, at the risk of scalding 
her fingers, snatched the poor little dog out 
of the water, but he was quite dead. The hot 
bath must have killed him instantly. Then 
what confusion followed this sad discovery! 
The children all crying and lamenting; in- 
deed there was not a dry eye in the room, even 
nurse shed tears over their favourite, and as 
for Percy he sobbed as if his heart would break. 

"Nurse, narse,'^ he cried, "what shall I 
do ? Oh, how wicked I am I shall I never get 
rid of my vile passionate temper? That I 
should kill our darling little dog, whom we all 
love so dearly, seems too dreadful. You must 
hang the poor little fellow round my neck, 
like the albatross was hung round the neck of 
the wicked old sailor, who slew him. Surely 
I shall never forget this horrible warning; 
shall I, nurse V 

'^ We must pray God that you may not do 
sO| Master Percy ; but, remember, how often 
you have resolved to curb your temper, but 
hitherto without success.^' 
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'' But, nurse, I have never done anything so 
horrible as this before ; and when I am tempted 
to be angry, I am certain that our dear little 
dog's dead body will rise before my eyes, and 
prevent my giving way to my bad passions/' 

" I trust and pray it may be so,'' answered 
the nurse, '' for it is my belief that when you 
are in one of your tempers you do not know 
what you are about for a moment, and as you 
grow older you would ba liable to kill anybody 
without intending it, which would be a poor 
consolation to you or to anyone else after it 
was done. But, Miss Rose, you must kiss 
your brother, and not call him cruel any longer; 
you see he is very sorry for what he has done ; 
and we will all go and bury the poor little 
dog." For nurse thought that they had been 
miserable long enough, and that they would 
be ill if she let them dwell upon the sad 
tragedy much longer. 

So they made a mournful procession to their 
flower-garden, Percy tenderly carrying the de- 
funct remains of Pug, which were wrapped up 
in cotton wool, and placed in a wooden box 
nurse found for them. 

The burial took place with great ceremony 
under a rose tree, and Percy placed a large stone 
over the spot, upon which he scratched as deep 
as he could with his knife, '* Alas, poor Pug.'' 

Nurse then took her little flock into the 
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house^ and told them one of her interesting 
and cheerful stories to divert their thoughts 
from the melancholy catastrophe which had 
just occurred. But the lesson was not for- 
gotten by Percy, and it served as a check 
against his hasty temper on many occasions. 

When Mr. Hammond came home that even- 
ing nurse thought it right to tell him what 
had happened^ not that Percy required further 
punishment, for he could not receive a greater 
one than the loss of his playful favourite^ but 
she considered he was become too old for the 
control of the nursery. 

Mr. Hammond quite agreed with her, and 
determined to send him at once to Mr. Vaughan, 
the clergyman of the next parish, who would 
teach him Latin with his own boys, until he 
was of an age to go to school. 

Percy was now seven years old, but he was 
rather backward^ as he had only the opportuni- 
ties of learning which nurse could afford him ; he 
was, however, very quick, and soon made up 
for lost time. Mr. Vaughan used to say that 
it was a pleasure to teach him, and to see the 
bright, inteUigent face look up into his to 
catch the new idea, and to try to understand 
what was said to him. 

After the shy feeling of going among stran- 
gers was over, Percy enjoyed his daily visit to 
his tutor's house of all things. 

N 
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Mr, Vaaghan was very kind to him, though 
he was strict that the lessons he set should be 
thoroughly learned. 

The two young Vaughans were both a little 
older than himself, and could show him how 
to play foot-ball, leap-frog, hare and hounds, 
and all such active games, besides actually 
riding a live pony. This Mr. Yaughan would 
never allow them to do unless he could be 
with them, and then they would take the pony 
and ride by turns. 

What a delight it was to Percy when he was 
allowed to mount, and could feel his httle legs 
touch Browny's fat sides I 

They did not use stirrups, as Mr. Vaughan 
thought the boys would acquire a better seat 
without them, and the two brothers sometimes 
had a canter across a field and back again, 
but Percy as yet was not permitted to go out 
of a foot-pace. 

When the weather was fine the nurse and 
the other children walked with Percy to Mr. 
Vaughan^s in the morning directly after break- 
fast, while if it was wet the old coachman 
took him. 

At five o'clock Percy returned home again, 
and if he had been very good, Mr. Yaughan 
would reward him by letting him ride the 
pony up to his own door ; and what an exeite- 
ment did his arrival create in such guise among 
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the little ones. Down scampered ' the four 
children, and nurse after them, while Percy 
tried to look grand, and as if he had been 
used to be perched on the top of a pony for 
years. 

Sunday was always spent at home, and 
Percy was now advanced to the distinguished 
honour of walking with his father to church, 
while nurse took charge of the smaller fry, and 
then Percy would tell his father of all he had 
been doing and learning during the week,, and 
one day, as he was holding his hand, he 
ventured to ask for what was the dream and 
ambition of his life, namely, that he might 
have a pony of his own, like the young 
Vaughans. 

''Do you think you deserve this indul- 
gence 1" said Mr. Hammond, " what was that 
I heard only last Tuesday about your throwing 
your lessonrbook into the fire because you 
were turned back in it when you wanted to go 
and play with the others V* 

" Oh, papa,^* answered Percy, the tears 
springing into his eyes, ''I know I have a 
wicked, passionate temper ; but I really do try 
to keep it down.^' 

" Well, my boy,*' said his father, ''if at the 
end of a month I find that you have not only 
tried, but subdued those angry feelings, I wiU 
promise to give you a pony.'' 
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" Thank you, thank you, papa ; I will be so 
very careful that I shall be sure to win it/' 

" Do not be too sure, my dear, you will find 
it much more difficult when the temptation 
comes than it seems to be now at a distance ; 
and remember Whom you must ask for help, 
without Whose aid you cannot hope to over- 
come evil/' 

" Yes, papa, I will,'' answered Percy in a 
low voice. And that night when he went to 
bed he prayed to God that He would help him 
to be a good boy, and to conquer his hasty 
temper. 

At first nothing particular happened to try 
him, or only such slight causes for taking 
offence that they seemed to him, in the state 
of guard in which he then was, to be no trials 
at all. One time he very nearly fell. Mr. 
Vaughan gave a piece of garden ground to the 
care of each of the boys, and there was great 
rivalry among them as to which should keep 
it in the best order. Percy planted very care- 
fully some mustard and cress in his garden in 
the form of his name, and to his great joy, 
after hoping and waiting for some little time 
without any result, one morning he saw in his 
garden a great green *' Percy Hammond." He 
ran immediately to ask Mr. Vaughan to come 
and look at his newly discovered treasure, and 
as they returned together Arthur Vaughan 
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was jnst bringing the pony to the door^ with 
the rein carelessly hanging over his arm ; when 
the pony heard Percy's shouts^ and saw him 
rushing up towards him^ he backed a little, 
and in a moment his hoofs had trampled over 
poor Percy's mastard and cress, and before 
thev could get him off the bed nothing re* 
mamed of the neat planting but a little green 
at the bottom of sereral deep holes. Percy 
flushed up very red. 

*• I am very sorry for you. Remember this 
is one of your trials/' said Mr. Vaughan, put- 
ting his hand on Percy's shoulder. 

Percy ran back into the house, and in a 
short time came out again. 

'' Do you think that I may tell, papa that I 
have conquered ?'* he asked. 

" Indeed I think you may, my dear boy," 
answered Mr. Vaughan, '' and I am sure he 
will be glad to hear that you are so brave. 
'Greater is he that subdueth his temper than 
he that taketh a city,' you know." 

"But, sir, I felt very angry," said Percy, 
'^ and if you had not spoken I think I should 
have flown at Arthur or the pony." 

/* Let us hope, my dear, that next time the 
victory will be easier. And now get on mis* 
ehievous Browny, and we will go our round of 
the parish ; you can put your garden to rights 
another time." 

n2 
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So the days slipped by, and only one day 
remained of the month of probation his father 
had allotted him, and he began to think 
whether he might venture to claim the reward 
of the pony, when that very evening he was 
showing his little sisters a new foot-ball Mr. 
Vaughan had given him, and which he hoped 
to use the next day; they were all in high 
spirits, and Rose for fun snatched it, and ran 
away with it, and he after her ; he chased her 
all round the garden, when suddenly her foot 
slipped on the grass, and she fell, and the 
ball escaping from her hand, rolled down the 
bank, and popped into a fish-pond which was 
close by. 

Percy fired up, and raised his arm to strike 
her, when he remembered the pony, and check- 
ing himself quickly, he told her to ''never 
mind,'' for the poor child was crying, ''she 
did not do it on purpose/' 

Percy told the gardener what had happened, 
who managed to fish up the ball with a net, 
and it was not at all the worse for the wetting. 
So Percy congratulated himself upon having 
saved his plaything and his temper too. 

Monday morning arrived, and Percy had 
just finished his breakfast, when he was told 
to come down directly, for his father wanted 
to speak to him. Away Percy ran, and saw 
Mr. Hammond standing before the front door, 
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which was open. He was looking at some- 
thing ; what coald it be ? When Percy came 
nearer he could hardly believe his eyes ; there^ 
before the door, stood the most lovely pony 
that his wildest dreams had ever imagined. 

It was perfectly white, there was not a dark 
hair all over his body, it had a beautiful long 
mane and tail, a spirited arched neck, and 
good firm legs, and moreover there was a 
saddle on its back. 

Percy stood for a moment too delighted to 
speak. 

" Well, Percy, do you like your pony V said 
Mr. Hammond, smiling at him. 

'' Like it ? oh, papa, I feel it is too much, I 
don^t deserve it in the least/^ answered the 
boy, making a spring at his father's neck, and 
giving him a great hug. 

" You have done your best, my dear,'' said 
Mr. Hammond, '' and so I have done my best 
to get you a little animal I think you will like. 
But go and fetch your cap, for I shall steal 
half an hour from business this morning to see 
how you can manage Snowball.^' 

So his father walked with him to Mr* 
Vaughan's, and as they went along he told 
him that he must not relax his efforts to 
conquer his temper, now that he had obtained 
what he longed for, it ought rather to be an 
incentive to greater exertions. 
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" Indeed it will, papa," said Percy, " there 
is no fear of my ever being in a passion again, 
for if I am tempted, I shall think of this beau- 
tiful Snowball, and that will calm me in a 
minute/' 

" Don't be too sure of that, my boy ; remem- 
ber, Rome was not built in a day, and it takes 
a long time to get rid of a bad habit. But we 
have the satisfaction of knowing that the more 
we try, the more easy it becomes.'^ 

What exclamations greeted them when they 
reached the Vaughans' house. Snowball was 
examined) his paces tried, and he was admired 
as much as he deserved. Then Browny was 
brought out, and compared with Snowball^ 
and it was agreed what a capital pair of con* 
trasts they made. Of course Percy thought 
that Browny was not fit to be named in the 
same day as Snowball, while the two Vaaghans 
held by their old favourite, so there was quite 
a war of words amongst them, and Percv got 
angry and hot, until Mr. Hammond said to 
him, '^ My boy, don't you see how v«ry incon- 
venient it would be, if we all of us admired the 
same thing f '' 

Then Percy felt ashamed that he had been 
so silly, and the ponies were taken to the 
stable^ and lessons began, which had been 
rather delayed by the exhibition of the new 
treasure that morning. 
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And 80 time slipped by quietly and silently, 
Percy making progress in his studies, and 
learning to govern his temper ; now and then 
he forgot his good resolutions and gave way 
to an outburst of passion^ but the instances 
were comparatively rare, and his compunction 
afterwards was deep and sincere. He was now 
allowed to canter to Mr. Vaughan's by himself, 
indeed he would leap Snowball over any fence 
of which he was capable, and it was impossible 
to say which enjoyed the jump the most, 
whether Percy or the spirited little pony. 

Percy was now ten years old, and his father 
thought it was quite time he should go to 
school, that he might mix more with other 
boys, and obtain the advantage of the best 
masters. So Mr. Hammond determined to 
send him to a large school some little way off, 
where Mr.Vaughan's second son Arthur was just 
gone, who was nearly a year older than Percy. 

When the household knew that Percy was 
to go to school, it caused an extraordinary ex- 
citement among them all, from the highest to 
the lowest. Nurse began cutting out as many 
shirts for him as would serve a soldier for an 
Indian campaign. Rose worked him a mag- 
nificent purse, so covered with steel beads, 
that the weight of it almost burst a hole in his 
pocket before any money was put into it. The 
youngest little girl knitted him a pair of muf- 
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fatees for bis wriste. Cook looked quite grave 
with considering how many cakes^ plam pad- 
dings^ and mince pies she could cram into the 
largest hamper ever made; and even Mrs. 
Hammond began an elegant sticking-plaster 
case for him, which however she did not feel 
strong enough to finish. 

At last his things were all packed, nurse 
showed him with tears in her eyes the inven- 
tory of his clothes, such a long one, that there 
was hardly room to paste it in the cover of his 
box ; the dog-cart was at the door with the 
large hamper smuggled inside it, and his father 
called to him to come, or they should be too 
late for the train. So he jumped in and took 
his seat by the side of his father, followed by 
the last adieus of all the party assembled at 
the hall door to see the departure, Rose calling 
after him to be sure to write to her every day. 
Percy^s eyes were wet with tears, for it was 
his first aosence from home, and he felt as if 
he had never loved any one half so much as he 
ought ; but after a little white his father began 
talking about school, and how pleasant it 
would be for him to meet Arthur Vaughan 
there, and how eagerly they should all look 
forward to his return at Midsummer, when 
perhaps he would be at the top of his class 
and bring a prize home with him, so that he 
was able to enter the school house, and be in- 
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troduced to the dreaded master^ and part from 
his father with a brave heart. 

Then he and Arthur Vaughan had a long 
talk^ they were to be in the same fornix and 
books had to be looked at, and a great deal 
settled; then Percy thought he would take 
some of his things out of his box, and had just 
unlocked it, when a number of boys eame 
trooping up stairs. 

" Whom have we here V said one. 

^'Oh, it^s the new boy/' cried another; 
'' my eye, what a big box V* he continued, 
" are all those things yours, little one 7 What 
a list ! this must be inquired into ; four flan- 
nel waistcoats ? they are very bad for you with 
your red face/' 

"I don't wear them/' answered Percy, *'but 
nurse thought I might like to do so here, as it 
might be colder than home/' 

*' Pretty dear/' said Henry Johnson, (a tor*- 
menting boy,) ''he has got- a nurse, has bef 
is she come with yon, my love, to take care of 
you and your nice lot of clothes ?" 

'' She is not my nurse," said Percy, firing 
up, ''that is only the name she goes by at 
home/' 

" Don't get angry, little one, when you are 
asked polite questions, or your nurse will scold 
you, and we shall have to punish you ; I hope 
she has put you up some bibs and pinafores, as 
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if you throw your tea over your jacket you 
will get a whipping. But what is this entry ? 
Eighteen shirts I I am afraid you are a de- 
praved boy to monopolise so many to your own 
sharcj when there are a vast number of little 
black boys without one to their back. We 
must look into these things^ for as I am one of 
the elder boys^ I should not like such a valu- 
able cargo as this to arrive, without seeing that 
all is rights if any are missing I might be 
blamed perhaps.'^ So saying, he dived with 
bis hand down one side of the trunk, and 
pulled up something wrapped very neatly in 
silver paper, which Percy knew to be the purse. 
He flew at the boy like a young tiger. 

'' Give it to me,*' he cried, "it is mine; you 
shall not touch my things.*' 

" What a fury V said Henry Johnson, 
keeping him at arm's length; "bring that 
chair, we must teach him manners.** 

In one minute Percy, red and panting, found 
himself tied in the chair with his own pocket- 
handkerchiefs, while the laughing boys amused 
themselves by examining the contents of his 
beloved box^ and making comments on all they 
found there. The purse amused them veiy 
much. 

" Is this what you are going to produce the 
penny from, when Molly Brown comes with 
apples ?** inquired they, " how she wUi stare ! 
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I hope you have another like it, for by the 
time you have filled it with coppers, it will 
make you as crooked as a ram's horn for life, 
if you wear such a weight on one side only, 
and if you string it round year neck, it wUl 
hang you. But what jolly pellets these would 
make for the air gun, ana just the right size 
too ; it perhaps may be the humble means of 
saving your life, if we relieve you of the weight 
of them/* 

They pointed to two little steel globes which 
formea ornaments at the ends of the purse. 
And Percy, in spite of his wrath and protesta- 
tions, saw them take a penknife and delibe- 
rately cut them off, and put them in their 
pockets. Next the muffatees came in sight. 

'' Here are some nice leggings,*' exclaimed 
his tormentors. ''Ducky darling, he should 
have his ankles warm.** And though he 
kicked lustily, and assured them that they 
were intended for the wrist, they insisted in 
trying to drag them over his feet; one they 
cracked, the other they had got on as far as 
the heel, when the bell rang for tea; they 
untied all the knots that confined Percy to 
the chair at the same moment, so he found 
himself at liberty, but had only the satisfaction 
of giving the last boy one good cuff just as he. 
was disappearing, as he had also to make the 
best of his way to the tea-table. 
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When tea was over^ his boiling indignation 
had vanished^ and he was able to laugh with 
the boys at all their discoveries^ so that they 
said he was a good little chap after all. He 
quite forgave them also for cutting the little 
balls off Rose's purse^ when he heard them 
softly whiz out of the air gun^ and after he 
had himself shot an unfortunate sparrow that 
had settled for a moment on the top of the 
wall| he only wished that he had another parse 
that he could serve in the same manner. 

The next day when he produced all the good 
things out of his hamper, and seemed to have 
more satisfaction in seeing all his school-fellowa 
enjoy them, than in gobbling them up himself, 
he got further into their good graces. And 
when they found that he was a good hand at 
cricket, and that he was active in most of the 
athletic games in vogue among the boys, they 
pronounced that he would do, and that he was 
a capital fellow. 

lliey soon found out that he was of a very 
peppery disposition, and with all the torment- 
ing propensities of boys they delighted to stir 
him up, and rouse him to wrath, which unfor- 
tunately was only too easy a matter, especially 
as boys know just the little teasing things 
which have more power to annoy than great 
worries, against which we are generally more 
on our guard. Tercf used to think sorrow- 
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lully at night when he said his prayers^ that 
he was going back to the naughtiness of his 
early years^ as he remembered how many times 
he had flown out into a rage that day, and he 
would resolve that in the next^ he would take 
80 much care that nothing should move him. 
But it was very different here at school^ among 
companions of all tempers and dispositions^ 
some as hasty and ready to take offence as 
himself, to what it had been at home with a 
few chosen friends^ and his father or Mr. 
Vaughan always at hand to warn and guide him. 
Sometimes he came off conqueror over him- 
self by a great effort, but often sudden little 
unexpected torments would occur, and he would 
forget his good resolutions, and rush at the 
offender without regard to size or age, and a 
great fight would ensue, Percy often getting 
dreadfully battered. He never bore malice or 
ill will to any one for the punishment he re^ 
ceived, and however much he had been pom- 
melled, he always felt that be was the one in 
the wrong, to give way to his temper, and that 
he deserved the beating. And if it was a 
amaller boy than himself who had teased him 
to anger, as soon as he had knocked him down, 
his sorrow for his ungoverned rage was double, 
so that he was loved by all the boys, great and 
small. 

Strange to say, the only one for whom he 
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felt any jealousy was Arthur Vaughai). BeiBg 
about the same size^ and not much difference 
in age, there was an unacknowledged rivalry 
between them in all they did, which created a 
sort of uncomfortable feeling of opposition. 
Instead of being the fast friends^ which every- 
body expected they would be^ a slight coolness 
sprang up which neither would have liked to 
confess to the other. They were both^ as we 
have said, in the same form, and being well 
grounded and forward for their age, were soon 
at the top of the class. Here the emulation 
between them was at its height, sometimes 
one was first, sometimes he was obliged to 
give place to the other. Percy was most quick, 
while Arthur was most plodding, so that it 
seemed a very doubtful matter which of the 
boys would carry away the prize at the end of 
the half year, and it kept up a constant fever 
of excitement between them. 

Again at their games they were almost 
equally matched, — ^they were expert swimmers, 
and wonderful struggles took place as to which 
could go on the longest ; they always contended 
for the mastery in running races also, but the 
great contest was in cricket, this they bad been 
accustomed to play with Mr. Yaughan as soon 
as they were able to handle a bat, and they 
both prided themselves upon their skill in 
this noble game, and were envious of eadi 
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0tber> if one exhibited more dexterity than 
the other. 

I do not know if any one belieyes in what 
are called ^'unlacky days/^ days when every 
thing seems to go wrongs and nothing we can 
do appears to have any power to alter it. At 
all events Percy was fully persuaded of the 
power the weird sisters had over the thread 
of fate on such days of misfortune. 

One Monday^ towards the end of the half 
year^-— a black Monday he called it all his life 
afterwards, — he began the day by oversleeping 
himself, and was obliged to rush down stairs 
without saying his prayers; he lost his boot 
too, which delayed him, and after a grand 
search, he found it at the other end of the 
room, where he remembered then throwing it at 
.fiome boy who had offended him the last thing 
the night before. He got an imposition given 
him for being late, which further annoyed 
him, as he wanted all his spare time for look- 
ing over his lessons for the day, which he 
knew he had not been very careful in prepar- 
ing, and also he wished to get ready for a 
great cricket-match which was to take place in 
the afternoon, between their own school and 
the boys of the Otway school, which was some 
little way distant. The consequence of being 
worried made him not attend properly to his 
lessons, so he had the additional disgust of 

o2 
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seeing Arthur Vaughan walk up above him to 
the top of the class^ which place Percy had re* 
tained for nearly a week^ and hoped he was 
secure of it for a few days longer only, and 
then he would be safe for the prize. Arthur 
could not suppress a glance of triumph which 
he cast at Percy as he walked past him to the 
top of the class, for which Percy would have 
given the world to have knocked him down 
on the spot, and perhaps' the bottling up 
his indignation did not help to improve hu 
temper. 

The boys had a half-holiday, but owing to 
his imposition and imperfect lessons, Percy 
was not able to join the party on the cricket 
field until the game was nearly over, whieh 
was a great disappointment to him, and he 
bore the impress of his angry feelings on his 
face. 

** Here comes Sir Anthony Spitfire,^' oried 
Harry Johnson; '^he looks as savage aa a 
bear.'' 

''I suppose he has had a nice flogging," 
added another. 

^^ Take care he don't snap your head off,'' 
said a third; and a running fire of teasing 
went on all round, Percy longing to punish 
somebody, but not knowing exactly whom to 
attack. 

At last one exclaimed, '^Come, don't rile 
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Idm any more, but let him take his bat in 
hand, and begin at once/^ 

" Mind/' they said, " everythipg depends 
upon you/' 

The game stood thus, the Otway boys scored 
101 and Percy's schoolfellows 90. Percy 
alone remained to play, and as he was justly 
considered a very good hand, they all thought, 
as he did himself, that the victory would 
without fail be on their side. What was the 
dismay, when at the very first ball he was 
caught out. A groan burst from a^ his party 
when they saw his wicket down, which was 
returned by a shout from their adversaries. 

*' What a muflf !" called out Arthur Yaughan, 
who was standing near ; ^' how jolly green to 
be caught out the first ball." 

This was too much for Percy; his wrath, 
which had been smouldering in his breast for a 
long time, here broke loose, and having his 
bat in his hand he swung it quickly round, 
and gave him a blow which struck him on the 
side of the head, and he fell down like one 
shot. Percy recovered his temper instantly, 
and ran to the prostrate boy, and tried to lift 
him up. 

" Arthur," cried he, " I am so sorry for my 
fury. Oh ! forgive me, Arthur." 

But there was no answer, his eyes were 
closed, his face was ghastly white, he seemed 
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not to breathe ; and when Percy attempted to 
raise him, he only fell back again. 

By this time all the boys were collected 
round the spot. 

'^He is dead^ I have murdered him/' 
screamed Percy. 

'' He has only fainted/' said Henry John- 
son ; '^ go and fetch some water in your cap.'' 

Percy flew to the river, which was not far 
o£f, and quickly brought some water, with 
which they bathed his face and hands, bat 
without producing any effect; he still re- 
mained inanimate, and to all appearance with- 
out life. 

Percy seemed like one distracted, he wrung 
his hands, and kept calling himself a mur- 
derer, while the boys began to look very grave. 
They thought it was better to give him some- 
thing to do, so they told him to run into the 
town and bring the doctor, while they carried 
Arthur Yaughan to the house. So Percy went 
as fast as it was possible to the doctor's house, 
and was thankful to see his gig standing be- 
fore the door, as he knew then that he must 
be at home. He rang the bell violently ; but 
when the servant came, he was too much oat 
of breath to speak. However she saw by his 
horror-stricken face, that some dreadful thing 
had happened, and called her master; and 
then Percy was able to gasp out, ^ Sir, come 
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qttickly, for I have knocked down Arthur 
Yaughan, and killed him/' 

The doctor jumped into his gig and told 
Percy to do the sanie^ and they drove at a 
swift pace to the school; but though they 
were only a few minutes getting there, the 
time seemed endless to Percy. In front of 
the school were a number of boys anxiously 
looking for the doctor. 

*' We have carried him up stairs/' they said ; 
^'bnt none of us are allowed to go into the 
room where he is.'' 

Percy followed the doctor to the door of the 
room^ where they were endeavouring to re* 
store animation to the form of his friend, and 
he sank on his knees, his whole body shaking 
as from an ague fit, while he listened with in- 
tense agony to the muffled sounds within that 
awful room, longing for news, yet shrinking 
from what he feared must be the terrible end ; 
and with blanched face, and features fixed and 
motionless, a horrible vision rose slowly up 
before him, of what he must expect to happen. 
His father and Mr. Yaughan coming, and 
demanding, where is Arthur thy friend ? and 
this dead friend's blood crying out against 
himj while he, with Cain's mark upon his 
forehead, should hear the dreadful sentence, 
''No murderer has eternal life abiding in 
him." This sentence rang again and again in 
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his ears. He prayed in his extreme anguish 
for mercy and pity : '^ God, be merciful to 
me a sinner/' — " a grievous sinner/' he whis- 
pered — '^and of Thy infinite pity^ if it be 
possible, spare me for Christ's sake^ this last 
most fearful judgment I" 

Percy remained in this position until he 
felt sick with dread and anxiety; but he had no 
power to move. At last some one coming 
suddenly out of the room^ stumbled over him^ 
it was Dr. Reid^ the head-master. 

'^ Who is that V said the master, turning 
towards Percy ; and when he saw who it was, 
he told him to come with him to his study. 
So Percy crept after him, feeling his tongue 
cleave to the roof of his mouth, and without 
the ability of uttering one word. 

When they reached the doctor's study, Percy 
managed to gasp out, " Sir, is he dead V 

Dr. Reid looked at him, and from the misery 
and penitence depicted in his face, he saw that 
it would be cruel to keep him in suspense. 

" We must be thankful," he said, *' that he 
is a little recovered. The doctor has bled 
him, and consciousness is in a measure re- 
turned, and he thinks that if the poor fellow is 
kept very quiet for some time he will do well ; but 
it was a terrible blow, tell me how it happened.'' 

Then Percy related to him with a shudder, 
how the sad event occurred, not sparing him- 
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self in the least. '* If Ood in His great mercy 
raises Arthur to life again/^ he added, ''I 
shall even then, always look upon myself in the 
light of a murderer, for it will be only owing 
to His goodness that I have been spared this 
great misery, as my hand had left him like 
one dead.'' 

Percy's tears, which had seemed frozen be- 
fore, here rained down his cheeks. " We 
have been like brothers, sir, all our lives,'' he 
sobbed, " and that my passionate temper 
should first make me jealous of him, and then 
almost kill him, seems too dreadful." 

" Well," said Dr. Reid, « I hope and be- 
lieve that this terrible accident will be a lesson 
to you through life ; for, ' if he who hateth his 
brother, be a murderer,' how awful is it to give 
way to anger, for when you are blinded by pas- 
sion you know not what mischief you may do." 

Arthur got better slowly; he was not al-^ 
lowed to read much, or to exert himself in any 
way, for having received a slight contusion of 
the head, it was thought better that he should 
be kept quiet for a time. Directly school was 
over, every day Percy went to Arthur's room, 
instead of playing with the other boys, and 
read some interesting book to him, or talked 
to him, or sometimes they had a quiet walk 
together, and they became faster friends than 
ever they had been before. But what hum- 
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bled Percy most was the receiving the prize at 
the end of the half year. That which had been 
the height of his ambitioDyDOw came almost like 
a panishmcDt to him. He took it to his friend. 
^' Yoa know it oaght to be yours/' he said; 
** if it had not been for my barbarity you would 
have easily won it from me/' 

/' I don't think that is at all likely/' re- 
plied Arthur. '^ I am very glad you have it, 
and next half I hope we shall try again who 
will be first ; but without being jealous of one 
another." 

" I trust I am cured of that as long as I 
live/' said Percy; "for surely if I am ever 
tempted, conscience will bring before me that 
I am the most wicked person living." 

And Percy never forgot the solemn lesson 
he received. Whenever he was inclined to take 
offence, the thought of his friend, struck down 
by his own act, lying dead (as he imagined) 
before him, would flash across his eyes, and 
he would be still and quiet in a moment. As 
he grew on in life, and people spoke of his 
sweet temper, his gentleness and humility, and 
how impossible it was to exasperate him, they 
little dreamed of his early struggles, and that 
it was through much tribulation and trial that 
he at last became the conqueror over his tem- 
per. And it required a very heavy judgment, 
before he '' let patience have her perfect work. 
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THE SNARE OP VANITy. 

^thtnt^ CommanHmcnt* 




" Beauty is as summer fruits which are easy to cormpty 
and cannot last." 

" That is the b&t pidt of beauty which a picture cannot 
express." 

JOFHY Page might well be called 
by her father ^'the apple of his 
eye" she was his only child, and 
he doted upon her with all the 
love of his warm heart* His wife also was 
not behind him in her devotion to her daughter, 
she fancied there never was one more beautiful, 
or for the matter of that, more clever. There 
might be people who were more learned, she 
thought, but no one who could turn her know- 
ledge to such good account. 

The parents had kept Sophy at a boarding- 
school as long as they could, that she might 
have an education superior to that of other coun- 
try girls, but unfortunately she only acquired a 
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taste for love stories^ and the cheap literature 
of the day^ which she perused in great abun- 
dance^ and such parts of the tales as she 
thought her father and mother would like to 
hear^ she read out to them of an evening. 

Her father had a very small farm of his 
own^ which he was just able to manage him- 
self, with the aid of a boy, and now and then, 
in busy times, a little friendly help from a 
neighbour, so that they were above want; 
Mrs. Page was an industrious little woman, 
who churned the milk of their two cows, 
waited upon the pigs, an^ at^nded to the 
poultry and garden. Sophy was some help to 
her mother, of course, but she did not like 
soiling her pretty white hands with dirty work, 
nor were her parents desirous she should do so, 
for they were almost as proud of her beauty as 
she was herself. It was a great pity that the 
glass told Sophy so plainly that she was good- 
looking, for her loveliness was so remarkable^ 
that, .between ourselves, it made her a little 
conceited. No one could pass her without 
turning round and giving her a second glance. 
She had that rare beauty of large dark eyes^ 
and dark softly pencilled eyebrows, with glossy 
flaxen hair, which are so seldom seen combined, 
and which, set off by a fair complexion, and 
warmed with a bright colour in the rounded 
cheeks, cannot fail of pleasing all tastes. 
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A perBon must be a stoic indeed who could 
see her approach^ with her light figure and 
elastic step^ and happy smile, without being 
struck with her ; and while she had gained a 
smattering of knowledge with a great deal of 
vanity and folly, at the second-class boarding 
school to which her father had been foolish 
enough to send her ; she had also acquired a 
certain ^degree of refinement of manner^ and 
propriety in expressing herself, which gave an 
additional charm to her whole person. 

It must not be thought that Sophy had at- 
tained the age of twenty without being asked 
in marriage by some eligible man. Most of 
the young fellows in the village had tried to 
soften her obdurate heart, but without success. 
The truth \i[sls, she hoped to raise her position 
in life by making a grand match^ and thought 
that her beauty ought to secure to her a fine 
rich husband. Her father and mother were 
very worthy, simple sortx>f people^ who had no 
idea of the ambitious dreams which were float- 
ing about their daughter's head^ or they would 
have warned her of the danger and folly of 
them, but they were well content that she 
should not be in a hurry to marry, that they 
might enjoy their treasure a little longer to 
themselves. 

There was one of Sophy's suitors to whom 
Page and his wife both hoped that she might 



160 THE SNARE OF VANITY. 

in time ''seriously incline her ear/' for they 
knew bim to be a good and conscientious man, 
wbo would try to make bis wife bappy. He 
was situated in about the same grade in life as 
themselves, and also cultivated a little land of 
his own, but Sophy thought John Harrison 
very humdrum and common-place, and more- 
over shockingly old, for be was very nearly 
forty. She had no objection to a little admira- 
tion, in fact, she was so accustomed to it, that 
she always expected it, and received it as her 
due. Her manner was very soft and pleasant, 
and she gave such gentle and kind denials to 
her wooers, that she attracted them towards 
her in spite of her hard heart, and as she did 
not seem to prefer one before another, they aU 
waited upon her beck and call, each hoping 
that in the end be should be the lucky man. 

Sophy always walked demurely between her 
father and mother to church, and when they 
reached the porch, there were her admirers 
standing, hoping to get a glance from her; 
she would raise her long eyelashes for a minute, 
and a rosy flush would flit across her face, 
while she smiled her salutation to each, taking 
care not to distinguish one before the other. 

The little village of Summerhill was the 
admiration of all the country round for its 
picturesque situation, and the beauty of the 
village itself, the cottages being dotted about 
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on both sides of a river^ sarroaDded by gar- 
dens and orchards, and sheltered by a preci- 
pitous hill rising towards the north. Pagers 
farm-house (if it may be called by so grand a 
name) stood a little apart from the other 
dwellings, it was built on the side of the hill^ 
behind it rose a belt of handsome trees, and 
in front sloped two or three green fields, at 
the bottom of which flowed the river ; and its 
rustic bridge, and the old church standing 
near, with the clustering white houses, formed 
such a pretty picture, that many artists fre« 
quented the spot in order to transfer the scene 
to canvass. 

The town of Upton was about four miles 
off, and during the summer months many 
pic-nic parties were made to Summerhill, and 
the gentry would often induce Mrs. Page to 
let them have tea under her rural verandah, 
where her thick cream and fragrant butter 
were highly commended ; whether the pretty 
Sophy came in for her share of admiration, we 
leave it for all lovers of beauty to guess. Mrs. 
Page was always very careful that not the 
slightest familiarity should mix with her po- 
liteness to her guests on these occasions ; she 
had too much respect for herself not to show 
it to others also, she was satisfied with her own 
lot in life, and had no wish to endeavour to 
lessen the distance between herself and those 

p2 
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above her in rank and station. Sophy's man* 
ner was quite as distant as her own> bat Mrs. 
Page little thought that under her daughter's 
drooping eyelids there was frequently a gay 
vision passing of some bright future in store 
for her, when a lofty marriage would raise 
her far above her present lowly condition. 

One day, just as Mrs. Page had finished 
her work, and put on her afternoon gown, and 
Sophy, who was always neat, was sewing in 
front of the house, two carriages* drove up, 
containing eight happy looking people, who 
were come to visit the far-famed village of 
Summerhill. A nice looking lady put her 
head out of the window of the first carriage. 

" How do you do, Mrs. Page ?" said she, 
" we are come, a large party, to see your pretty 
place, and to know if you will let us have tea 
in your garden V* 

Mrs. Page curtseyed to the lady, whom ahe 
had seen before, and said " she would be vely 
happy to wait upon them ;'' so all the company 
dismounted, the coachman drove the large 
carriage to the inn below, just by the bridge, 
but the phaeton Mrs. Page said she could 
make room for in their yard, if the gentleman 
would be so kind as to drive it there. But 
she had to repeat her words before he attended 
to what she said, his eyes were intently fixed 
upon a graceful figure standing in the back- 
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ground^ dad in a dress of pale grey of some 
soft texture, which fell in flowing lines around 
her slight elegant form, and was finished o£P at 
the neck and wrists by a knot of pink ribbon. 
He started when Mrs. Page again begged him 
to drive to the yard, which was at the back of 
the house, and saw that she was holding open 
the gate for him to do so, then he immediately 
obeyed her injunctions. 

'^ Poor gentleman, how deaf he is,'' thought 
the simple-minded woman, as she helped him 
to unfasten the buckles of the harness and put 
the horse in the stable, for the boy was gone 
with her husband to finish carrying the hay. 

When Mrs. Page and the gentleman returned 
from the yard, they found the rest of the party 
just starting to take a stroll round. the village, 
and to admire the view from the top of the hill, 
and they promised to be back in an hour's 
time to have tea at the cottage. Mrs. Page 
pitied the poor deaf gentleman again, for he 
stood with the door of the house in his band, 
looking with a wistful gaze inside where her 
daughter had just entered, and not seeming to 
hear the departing footsteps of his party. 

'^ The company are all gone, sir," she cried 
in rather a loud voice, for she thought he 
would be annoyed to miss them. 

He flushed very red, and thanking her, he 
ran off to join the others. 
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Now Mrs. Page put the large kettle on the 
fire to boilj and she and Sophy brought the 
long table and placed it under the shadow of 
the verandah, and covered it with the whitest 
of tablecloths, the best tea-set was produced, 
and a delicious dish of early strawberries 
gathered, which with its accompaniment of 
rich cream, looked very inviting ; some light 
cakes and capital bread and butter completed 
the repast, with the exception of a vase of 
freshly gathered flowers, which Sophy placed 
in the centre of the table, and whose delicate 
fragrance might be said to waft an appetite 
over the whole. Sophy stood for a miaut^ 
considering whether there was anything wsmt- 
ing to complete her handy work, and then she 
tied up eight pretty bouquets, and put one in 
each plate. Her mother here came out of 
the door. 

*^ Well, my dear/' said she, " you have taken 
pains to make it look nice, and the gentle- 
folks must be particular indeed if they are not 
pleased. Oh, here they come. I hope, ladies, 
you liked the view on the top of the hill be* 
hind our cottage ; people^find their way from a 
long distance on purpose to see it.'' 

They all assured her that they were not 
surprised at that, for they thought it charm- 
ing, and the gentleman with the dark hair 
added '' that though it was so charming;, they 
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had seen nothing so lovely as the scene before 
them." 

His eyes were fixed upon Sophy as he 
spoke^ whose colour deepened ; but Mrs. Page 
understood him to mean the tea-table arrange* 
ments, and said she was glad they liked her 
daughter's decoration, and then they all sat 
down and were veiy merry and happy. The 
rosea and honeysuckles clustered over their 
heads, and fringed the edge of the verandah ; it 
seemed a sort of fairy land, and Sophy like a 
goddess, who condescended to wait upon the 
poor mortals. She attended with her usual 
modesty, but not quite with her usual self- 
possession ; she never looked up, yet she felt 
that one gentleman was constantly regarding 
her every movement, and a sensation, hitherto 
unknown to her, agitated her bosom. She lis* 
tened when they addressed him. One lady 
called him '^Edward,'' and a gentleman ap- 
plied to him for some information about fishing. 

''Meredith, don't you think that by the 
bridge, where the river ripples over the large 
stones, it would be a good place to find trout V 

So now Sophy knew his name, that was 
something gained. As she passed by the back 
of his chair, he asked her in a low voice, " if 
she had arranged his bouquet V^ for he wanted 
to have a glance into her beautiful eyes. She 
then saw him detach one sprig of myrtle from 
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the rest, and place it in his waisteoat*pocket, 
and the other flowers he pinned to his batton« 
hole. But all excitements come to an end at 
last^ and Sophy, as the last carriage drove oat 
of sight, gave a deep sigh, for she felt in her 
inmost heart that somehow this day would 
give a colouring to her whole life. Her father 
now came home, having just finished stacking 
his last load of hay. 

** We have bad quite a company of gentle- 
folks here/' said his wife; ''and one poor 
gentleman was amongst them who was ex- 
tremely deaf, which is a sad pity, as I hear 
he has a large fortune, and is heir to a fine 
estate." 

'' Well, wife, let's come in now and have a 
bit of supper, and go to bed, for I am very 
tired,'' said her husband. 

After supper Mr. Page read a chapter in the 
Bible, without which he never lay down to 
rest. But Sophy could not attend, she was 
thinking of the tall handsome gentleman, with 
his dark hair and his curling moustache, who 
had cast upon her such tender admiring 
glances. 

The next morning, as she was feeding some 
chickens, of which she had undertaken the 
care, in a half-absent, preoccupied manner; 
for, if the truth must be told, she was trying 
to settle to her own satisfaction, whether Mr. 
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Meredith was remembering her at that time or 
not^ when she raised her eyes^ and^ lo ! there he 
was in bodily presence, leaning over the gate 
just before her. Her cheeks became suffused 
with crimson, and he walked instantly forward. 
- "Good morning. Miss Sophy,'^ he said, 
holding out his hand, which she could not 
avoid taking. It was the first time their 
hands had met. She felt his tremble, and an 
electric shock seemed to shoot to^ her own 
heart, as if a mysterious sympathy had passed 
between them. What he might have said 
next it is impossible to say, as Mrs. Page came 
bustling out with the milkpans in her hand^ 
which she had been scouring, and now put in 
the sunshine to dry. Mr. Meredith addressed 
himself to her. 

'* I am come again, Mrs. Page, for I was so 
pleased with the look of your trout-stream 
yesterday evening, that I want to try if I can- 
not catch a dish of fish ; and I thought, per- 
haps^ you could tell me which part of the 
river was considered most successful bv the 
lovers of the piscatory art.^' 

'^ WelV she answered, ^' many gentlemen 
think by the bridge is the best place for fish- 
ing ; but, as the sun shines brightly, I think 
a little lower down, under the willows would, 
perhapsj be a more likely place for the trout 
to bite. I would send the boy with you, but 



168 THE 8NABB OV VANITY. 

this is a busy time here in the hayfield. So- 
phy^ will yoa show the gentleman the way to 
the turn in the river V 

Mr. Meredith felt his heart throb videntiy 
at this proposal ; bat he said^ with some du- 
plicity, '* that he should be sorry to give her 
so much trouble/' 

She gently replied, that ''it was no troo- 
ble/' and went to put on her hat, her mother 
following to tell her, " not to go too far, for it 
did not do for girls to be seen with such a fine 
gentleman ; perhaps I ought not to have sug- 
gested it.'' 

And this doubt kept troubling her mind 
for some time, though she thought herself 
very silly for allowing such an idea to enter 
her head. Ah ! if she knew what a danger- 
ous intimacy was begun between the young 
people, she would rather have sent her diaugh- 
ter to the farthest end of the earth, than have 
allowed her to see any more of this handaone 
young man. Meantime the lovers, (for bo I 
fear they must be called) walked slowly down 
the fields that led to the river. They were 
both silent, for Sophy's heart was too full for 
speech, and Edward Meredith could hardlv 
believe his good fortune in being alone wiu 
this beautiful creature. He thought she looked 
more fresh and lovely than ever this morning, 
with her light-blue print dress so neatly made. 
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her Uack searf and jaunty straw-hat, with its 
blue ribbons just shading the upper part of 
the face, and letting the sunlight dance and 
flicker on those rosy lips and dimpled chin.* 
He attempted some sort of compliment on her 
aqppearance, but it died away in an inarticulate 
murmur; it seemed to him almost profana- 
tion to attempt to praise what was so far above 
all praise. So they talked commonplaces, of 
the beauty of the day, and the fineness of the 
scenery; and while to all appearance their in- 
tercourse seemed as simple and innocent as 
the day, each was inhaling large draughts 
of love, which could never be obliterated or 
effaced. 

Directly Sophy had led Mr. Meredith to the 
brook indicated by her mother, she left him to 
his sport ; and such is the power of modesty 
that he did not dare detain her, though hq 
longed to do so, but was obliged to content 
himself with asking her to beg her mother to 
allow him to have luncheon at their cottage, 
where he would come at one o'clock. 

After Sophy had gone a little way she could 
not forbear turning her head, to see whether 
he had begun fishing. And there he was, just 
as she had left him, gazing after her depart- 
ing figure ; he raised bis hat, and she walked 
on more quickly, annoyed with herself for 
looking back. When she reached her home 

Q 
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she found her mother watching for her^ 
ther anxiously. 

^^Ohl here yoa are^ my dear/' she ex- 
claimed. ''Well, you have not been long; 
and what a nice colour you have brought with 
you. I was just thinking that, perhaps, it 
was not right of me to ask you to walk down 
the fields with the young gentleman ; but he 
seems to be a very quiet inoffensive man.'' 

''Yes very, mother; and he told me to ask 
you to let him have luncheon here at one 
o'clock.'' 

"We have only bread and cheese to offer 
him, dear ; he had better have it in the garden 
under the tree, for he would not much faney 
the smell of our bacon and greens in the house, 
I iexpect." 

And very captivating the simple repast 
looked to the tired fisherman, when he made 
his appearance at the cottage. And with such 
a Hebe to pour out his glass of beer for him^ 
be felt in Paradise I 

Edward Meredith won Page's heart by 
smoking a pipe with him, and giving him 
some of his superior birds'-eye tobacco, alap 
by praising his cows and pigs ; so that when 
he said on going away, that he should like to 
come the next day and take a sketch from 
their cottage of the pretty valley before them, 
the old man said he should be glad to see him. 
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This time he arrived on horseback, bringing 
his drawing materials witb him and a roll of 
'canvass ; for it was his ambition to take So^ 
phy^s portrait^ and he asked her permission 
to do so^ as she flitted past him^ when he 
was supposed to be deeply engaged with hii 
drawing. 

'^ It is with the greatest diffidence I ask this 
great favour/' he said ; '' for I know how in- 
competent I am to the delightful task of trans- 
ferring such angelic features to canvass ; but 
the attempt would be such a pleasure to me^ 
that I hope you will not refuse.'' 

Sophy replied with a palpitating hearty that 
if her father and mother saw no objection she 
should make none. And then Mr. Meredith 
ventured to show her the sprig of myrtle which 
he had taken out of her bouquet, carefully 
pressed between the leaves of his pocket-book. 
She gave one bewitching glance, and then like 
a startled deer flew away to join her mother in 
the bouse, leaving her admirer enchanted with 
her sweetness, her beautyj and her modesty. 
She must be his wife, he thought, could he 
ever find one he should love more, or who was 
more lovely f But then his father hoped to make 
a very high match for his son ; would he con- 
sent to his bringing home a simple country 
maiden, the daughter of a small simple coun- 
try farmer, to rule his house f If he could 
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only see ber, the young man imagined, all^his 
objections must vanish away, and therewith be 
drew a charming castle in the air of his father- 
suddenly beholding the sweet Sophy, and en^ 
treating his son to fall in love with ber^ and 
marry her as quickly as he could. 

The young n)an roused himself with a sigh ; 
this dream had not come to pass as yet, 'in 
the meantime he would make the best use of 
his opportunities. He was sly enough not 
to ask the old couple whether he might take 
their daughter's likeness, until he had finished 
the drawing of the valley, which they admired 
so much, that he promised to make a copy for 
them. He then advanced his request to paint 
Sophy's portrait, in the most ordinary and 
careless manner he could assume $ and to his 
great joy they immediately agreed to his re- 
quest, being flattered with the implied com* 
pliment, *' Though to be sure,'' added the 
mother, " I fear it will make her sadly vain." 

Mr. Meredith concealed his satisfaction with 
great difficulty, and settled that he had better 
come early the following day to have the ad«- 
vantage of the light ; and he begged Sophy to 
put on that grey dress in which he first saw 
her, as he thought there could not be one 
more becoming to her. And now began that 
hazardous experiment between two young per- 
sons of different sexes, when one is allowed to 
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.gftxe at the other for long periods without 
offence being taken or radeness implied^ and 
when every grace and elegant movement is 
taken into the heart and worshipped there, 
before it is attempted to be conveyed to 
canvass. 

I!dward Meredith sometimes looked so long 
at the fair object before him, that he forgot to 
use his brush, and made but slow progress in 
his painting. Mrs. Page had so much on her 
hands, that she could not remain long in the 
room at a time; but she often popped in, 
and was always pleased with the picture ; nor 
did any suspicion of danger to her beloved 
daughter cross her mind, for the young man's 
manner was always so quiet and respectful 
^t she thought him as safe as the church, 
and her daughter she hoped was too steadily 
brought up, and knew her station too well to 
allow her mind to dwell upon him. 

Mr. Meredith was a very tolerable artist, and 
his portrait of Sophy was an exceedingly cre- 
ditable performance, though he was far from be^ 
iag satisfied with it himself. He had allowed 
Sophy to keep her eyes cast down, while he 
was drawing the figure and general shape of 
the head ; in fact he rather liked her doing so, 
as he then had courage to gaze at her long 
and fixedly without being observed ; but now, 
on the third sitting, he was arrived at the 

q2 
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face/ and he was obliged to ask her to raisQ 
her wondrous eyes^ that he might try to copy 
them. 

What a moment was that^ when shyly and 
bashfully she lifted her lids and looked at he 
directed^ her conscious eyes directed fuUy to* 
wards him; something he saw there made 
him tremble^ and with a sudden impalae he 
threw his bfiish from him^ and casting himself 
on the ground before her^ he poured out all 
his lovcj his admiration and respect^ and prayed 
her to tell him if it were possible she could re* 
turn his love^ and one day become his wife. 

Need we say what answer she returned to 
his ardent pleadings ? She owned with treni* 
bliujg lips the warm affection that was orer* 
flowing her tender hearty and vows of mutind 
love were exchanged between the two lovers^ 
and promises of constancy which were never to 
be broken. 

Mr. Meredith owned to her that their engage* 
ment must be kept a secret for the present, as 
it would take some time to induce his father to 
consent to his marriage with his darling Sophy, 
for he was very anxious that his son should 
make a good match^ and had already looked oat 
a lady of high rank^ and possessing every ac- 
complishment under the sun^ who he thought 
must prove irresistible. ''But/' added Ed- 
ward Meredith^ '' if he could only see my So- 
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jhys he would be taken captive by her grace 
and beauty as I am, and agree to my follow* 
ing my own wishes in a matter which, after 
an, chiefly concerns my own happiness/' 

And Sophy believea him, she felt herself 
able to charm any one into admiring her, and 
then Edward was so delightful, that she thought 
no man could be so unkind as to refuse him 
toy thing he had set his heart upon. 

So the days slipped by rapturously, and only 
too swiftly to the happy pair; the only draw- 
back being the care that was required to keep 
their love a secret from Page and his wife, 
whose probity and uprightness would be in 
arms if they suspected their daughter was 
permitting a clandestine attachment to fix 
itself in her mind with a gentleman so much 
above her in rank. But Sophy consoled her- 
self for her deceitfulness by thinking that 
when her dear Edward arrived with his father's 
consent to their marriage, how joyfully her 
parents would then view her exaltation. 

The portrait was at last finished, Meredith 
conld not discover that another touch was 
wanting to complete the exquisite picture, and 
he took it back with him to Upton, saying he 
should have it framed, and then show it them 
again. 

He had not left them more than three hours, 
when as Sophy was walking in the garden, a 
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boy came and slipped a note into her hand/ 
which turned oat to<ibe a very hurried line 
from Edward Meredith^ to say that when he 
reached Upton, he found a telegraphic message 
bad arrived for him, with the intelligence that 
his father was very ill, and begged him to le^ 
turn home at once. So he was obliged to start 
directly, and he feared it would be some time 
before he saw her again, but though he musli 
not venture to write to her, still he was sure 
she would bdieve that no power eould imdLe 
him diange hia affection for her. 

Sophy could not suppress a thrill of joy, as 
she thought that if his father died^ he would 
then be his own master, and able to do as he 
hked, but she checked the unworthy feding 
instantly, and began to imagine how dull it 
would seem without the daily presence of her 
lover's handsome face. 

This she was obUged to endure day after 
day, and week after week, and even months 
passed away, and still she heard no tidings of 
Edward Meredith. Poor Sophy became pale 
and anxious, she tried to fancy that he waa 
endeavouring to soften his father's hearty bnA 
doubts would intrude upon her mind in apite 
of all her efforts, and the more so as she had 
no one whom she could consult in her per-? 
plexity. 

The winter passed away with its dark, cold. 
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dreary days^ and spring returned^ genial and 
bright, bat it conld not bring back brightness 
to Sophy's pensive cheek. 

One day the lady who had accompanied 
Edward Meredith on his first visit to Summer* 
hilly came again with a party to enjoy a little 
p]&*Bie at Mrs. Page's cottage^ and Sophy 
hovered about, hoping, yet dreading to hear 
newt of her truant knight. And suddenly 
she fonnd her mother was asking the lady 
^'whether she had lately seen that kind gen- 
tleman Mr. Meredith ?" her heart seemed to 
stand still while she listened for the answer, 
which came with terrible distinctness. 

'' You will be glad, Mrs. Page, to hear that 
he is shortly going to make a very happy mar- 
riage ; his father has been ill, but is now re- 
covering, and then there will be nothing to 
delay the wedding, which gives satisfaction to 
all parties." 

Sophy's head appeared to swim round, but 
she managed to creep up to her room and 
throw herself on the bed, and she uttered no 
sound, excepting now and then a moan which 
escaped from her unawares, and how long she 
remained there she could not tell, for time 
passed unheeded. At last her mother having 
bidden adieu to her guests, missed Sophy, and 
came up stairs to see what had become of her. 
She was shocked to find her daughter looking 
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very ill^ with a feverish eolonr in her eheeks, and 
an unnatural brightness in her eyes ; she gave 
incoherent replies to her mother's questions, 
who became seriously alarmed, and begged her 
husband to go at once for the doctor. 

Poor Sophy remained in a dangeroas state 
for several weeks, but a good constitution pre- 
vailed over the disease, and at the end of that 
time she came down, looking the shadow of 
her former self. 

Mrs. Page told her how kind the neigh- 
bours had been in calling to inquire after her, 
and bringing her little delicacies they thought 
she might fancy. '' John Harrison haa called 
here daily to ask after you, my dear." 

*' Do you think he loves me still, mother V^ 
''Yes, Sophy, I am sure he does; should 
you like to see him when he comes next V 

Sophy answered, "Yes," in a low voioe. 

And Mrs. Page, like a wise woman, said no 

more^ though she rejoiced to imagine that at 

iast her daughter appreciated the good man^a 

qualities ; while Sophy^s vain desire was, that 

ifidward Meredith should not fancy she was 

P^^^g for him, and she determined that if 

P^ble her marriage should take pkce be. 

CM ^;i v?^'^ John Harrison arrived, she re* 

^ved him very kindly, and he thought her 

oaanner and pale thin cheeks more inter- 
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eating than she was even in the fnll radiance 
of her beauty. A little encouragement soon 
brought him to declare all his fondness for her^ 
which she allowed him to think was returned, 
and as soon as she was strong enough they 
were in«rried. 

It was a very quiet wedding, poor Sophy 
still looked delicate, and seemed yery grave, 
but she made the responses in a calm, firm 
voice, and her father and mother trusted that 
*a happy, peaceful life was in store for their 
darling. 

About ten days after the marriage, Sophy 
was walking slowly along the fields that led to 
her mothers cottage, she was resolving that 
she Would put away for ever all h^ idle and 
vain dreams, and try to make John Harrison a 
good and affectionate wife, when as she came 
to the gate at the end of a thick hedge, which 
eoncealed all persons approaching that way, 
she suddenly found herself facing Edward Me* 
redith, he had just opened the gate, and stood 
therefcMre dose to her, so there was no escape. 
They both started, and remained looking at 
ene another, as if the grave had given up its 
dead.; and after a silence, which Sophy could 
not summon courage to break, she heard, to 
her astonishment, Mr* Meredith reproaching 
her in agitated tones, for her fickleness, and 
inconstancy, and want of candour, in uniting 
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herself with another, when she had plighted 
her troth to hio]. 

, Sophy managed to gasp out, '' Are not yoa 
married then V* 

"No/' he replied; "I am not so base; my 
father was very desirous that I should be united 
to.a very amiable young lady, to whom I could 
make no objection, saving that my love was 
already given to a good girl who I thought 
loved me in return ; I told this to my father, 
helieving it to be true, and came here to-day 
to say that we must still have patience, and 
now you have put an insuperable obstacle to 
our union, I find you have been only deceiving 
me all this time, and that as soon as I was 
out of sight you cared for me no longer/^ 

Sophy was stung to the quick, and poured 
forth in a passionate flow her unchangeable 
love for him, her despair when she beard he 
was shortly to be married, her illness, and her 
wild wicked deed in giving her hand to John 
Harrison, when she had no heart to bestow, 
rather than let Edward guess her wretch* 
edness. 

It was a terrible scene, their good angels 
must have veiled their faces with sorrow, and 
left the powers of darkness to the mastery. 
In a moment of madness, Edward Meredith 
proposed to Sophy to fly with him, and alas 1 
she consented. She felt as if it would now be 
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tm^possible to return to her former life. How 
easy the Devil makes sin to those who are in- 
elined to commit it ! 

Edward's carriage was close by^ so that they 
were at Upton directly^ there the train was 
just starting for London^ no time was allowed 
the guilty pair for reflection or repentance. 
Before the fever fit of excitement was over, 
they had rushed away from eveiy acknowledged 
duty to OoD and man, and not all the after 
lienitence of their lives could soften the conse- 
^uenees of their sad precipitous act. 

At first Sophy fancied herself happy, but 
conscience (even in the most hardened) will 
not sleep for ever, and Sophy was not a hard- 
ened sinner, and very soon she awoke to the 
heinousness of her sin ; the horrible thought 
of her husband's anguish when he had sought 
everywhere for her, and found she had really 
left him ; and her father and mother's grief at 
their daughter's shame, haunted her day and 
night. 

She could never get rid of a heavy dread 
that some misfortune had befallen her parents, 
it weighed upon her, and made her eye dim, 
and her steps slow and languid. She saw too 
that Bdward was far from happy, which added 
to her grief ; he already bitterly repented hav- 
ing tempted Sophy to sin, for he was in the 
main a conscientious man, and felt deep sor- 
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row that he had yielded to temptation in a 
moment of passion ; he conld not see the end 
of the awful step he had taken^ or decide what 
was right for him to do ; but he knew that 
the present state of things could not go on 
long, so he was often gloomy and abstracted 
for hours together, and would rouse himself 
with an effort. 

He never ventured to speak to Sophy of her 
father and mother, or allude to her husband, 
and Sophy felt too guilty for such honoured 
names to pass her lips. It made a restraint 
between them to have forbidden subjects upon 
which they were afraid of touching, for there 
never can be true felicity without perfect con* 
fidence, therefore they both acknowledged in 
their own minds, that as far as regarded their 
happiness in this world, they had made a 
mistake. 

One morning, about three months after these 
events, Sophy was dressing herself with a heavy 
heart, and catching a view of herself in the 
glass, she thought how different this care- 
worn, melancholy creature looked, with the 
dark rims under the eyes, and the pale thin 
face, to the bright innocent girl of only a year 
ago, the apple of her father's eye, and the de- 
light of all the country round. But the ser- 
pent had crept in and destroyed the beauty of 
Eden. She cast down her eyes with a sigh. 
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and for the first time she observes a packet 
directed to herself on the table^ it is in Ed- 
ward's handwriting ; to seize it and tear it open 
is the work of a moment^ ont fall a number of 
bank notes^ bat all she cares for is the letter^ 
it was this : — 

"My evee dear Sophy, 

"I dare not wish you good-bye except 
by letter, for I know my courage would fail if 
I saw you before me, and I should weakly re- 
main with you, only to regret my want of reso- 
lution, and to make fresh endeavours for the 
future. I can see plainly, my poor Sophy, 
that you are no better satisfied with our sinful 
life than I am myself, and there seems no way 
of ending it but by my leaving you. I pray 
God I do right, and that He will accept our 
penitence, and grant that we may meet here- 
after in His Kingdom. 

" Parewell, dear Sophy, if you can ever for- 
give the misery I have brought upon you, my 
soul will be relieved of a terrible burden. A 
useful life is still open to us both, and will, I 
trust, bring us some comfort in time. En- 
closed are £50, and the same sum will be for- 
warded to you every half-year ; if you are ever 
in any difficulty be sure to let me know. 

"E. M.'' 

The letter slipped through Sophy's fingers, 
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she rushed down stairs, Edward was not there, 
he was gone^ she should never see him again. 
She felt faint^ but she did not give way to it, 
or stop to think ; she would go to her father 
and mother^ even if they spurned her from 
their door^ sbe would see them once again, 
and give one hungry look at their dear 
faces. So she put on the dress in which she 
had left her home^ and collecting the bank 
notes together, she placed them in an envelope 
and directed it to Edward Meredith. She 
also wrote a few lines thanking him for the 
money^ but saying that she should not want 
it, as she was going to her mother. She added 
that if he thought he had any need of forgive- 
ness from her^ she sent it him with her whole 
heart, but that her wretchedness was the effect 
of her own crime and weakness. 

She then sealed the packet, and instantly 
started on her long journey, for she was too 
agitated and feverish to wait a moment. When 
she stepped out at the door a cold east wind 
blew against her, and drove a drizzling rain 
pitilessly in her face; she shuddered, but 
walked swiftly on ; it is right, she thought, in 
the unnatural excitement that was upon her^ 
it is fit that I should begin my penance from 
this moment. 

So she walked on, and on, until she left 
great London behind her, and the suburbs 
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were passed, and then there was a space with- 
oat any houses^ and Sophy became qaite ex- 
hausted, for she had taken no breakfast that 
morning, and now it was mid-day, and the 
wind and rain had cooled her fevered pulse, 
and she felt she could go no further, so she 
ventured to tap gently at a tidy looking cot- 
tage door.' A bustling woman came, who, 
when she saw poor Sophy's dripping dress, 
and heard her ask for a piece of bread in a low 
voice, she bade her " begone for an impudent 
hussy, she was not going to give her honest 
bread to all the fine madams who came out of 
town, and thought they might get any thing 
for the asking/' 

Sophy turned slowly away, she felt chilled 
to the very bone, and hardly able to drag her 
faint and tired limbs after her. I shall die, 
she thought with agony, before I have seen 
my father and mother, and I dare not ask 
mercy of Ood until they have forgiven me. 
She was roused from this sad reverie, by hear- 
ing a rough, good-natured voice say, 

** Why, missus, how mortal bad you do look 
to be sure ; what is the matter V^ 

She raised her eyes, and saw the broad open 
face of a plough-boy peering at her from under 
his wide-awake hat, from which the rain fell 
off in little rivulets; he carried a pitchfork 
over his shoulder, and a hunch of bread and 

r2 
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cheese in his hand^ which he was munching 
with great satisfaction. 

" I am cold and hungry/^ she almost sobbed. 

The boy poked the bread and cheese towards 
her^ "Eat that/' he said^ ^^and come to mo- 
ther's cottage and have a warm, your clothes 
are all wet through^ and your bonnet looks no 
how." 

She followed her guide to a house not far 
offf and heard him say^ 

" Mother, I have brought you a poor crea- 
ture almost starved to death, for you to 
doctor.'^ 

And a pleasant dreamy sort of feeling came 
over Sophy, she remembered no more until 
she found herself in a warm comfortable bed, 
with a kind-looking woman standing over her, 
holding a ' basin of gruel ready for her to 
drink. 

" Where am I V said Sophy ; " oh, I ought 
to be going home.'' 

"You stay still," insisted the good woman, 
" you have been in a faint like, and seem very 
tired, so swallow this warm gruel, and then go 
to sleep, for you won't get up any more to- 
day, I can tell you." 

Sophy did as she was bid, in fact she was 
too stiff and ill to have been able to move, if 
she had attempted it, and she slept on until 
the sun was high in the heavens the following 
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day. Then she started up in haste, and dressed 
herself quickly in the clothes which had been 
carefully dried for her, and nothing could in- 
duce her to rest any longer^ indeed she seemed 
in such a nervous fidget to be gone, that her 
kind hostess did not like to say much to dis- 
suade her from her determination. 

" Well, my dear," she said, " if your mother 
is expecting you^ perhaps she will be anxious 
if you don^t appear, but I hope you have not 
far to go, for you look very pale and weak/' 

She was not contented with making Sophy 
eat a good breakfast, but she put her up a 
little parcel of provisions for her to carry with 
her. Sophy's eyes filled with tears as she 
thanked her for all her kindness. 

" You know not what a blessed deed yours 
has been, the saving of my life,'' she said; 
''it has been preserved, I trust> for a good 
purpose." 

The good woman looked after her till she 
was out (^ sight. ''Poor thing," she ex- 
claimed, " I hope she will get safe home ; but 
she seems very shaky, and I don't like that 
nasty cough, nor those white thin cheeks ; I 
fear she is not long for this world. Well," 
she continued, as she walked into her house, 
" I am glad I helped her ; people say that one 
ought to be very careful as to whom one re- 
lieves, but after all, it is better to be taken 
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in once or twice^ than to refuse a deserving 
object/' 

Sophy got on better to-day^ the weather 
was dry, which was a comfort to her, but she 
suffered pain in her limbs from exposure to 
the wet and cold the day before, and her cough 
troubled her very much ; she soon was dread- 
fully tired, but was afraid of travelling by rail- 
road lest she should meet any one she knew, 
80 she crept on slowly ; once she had a lift of 
several miles in a market-gardener^s cart ; one 
night she took refuge in the hollow of a hay- 
rick, as she could not get admittance into a 
dwelling ; sometimes people were kind to her, 
and at other times gave her rough language, 
but she bore it meekly ; " they cannot say worse 
of me than I deserve,^' she thought. 

At last, at the close of the third day after 
leaving London, the well remembered village 
came in sight in which she had spent many 
happy years of her short life. She stole up 
the familiar path to her father's cottage, her 
heart throbbing painfully with excitement and 
melancholy forebodings ; she reaches the house, 
a light shines from one of the windows, she 
steadies her trembling knees and looks in, 
there is her mother, her dear loving mother, 
but how unlike her usually cheerful, busy 
mother, — she is dressed in deep black, her 
head is sunk on the table, and buried in her 
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haDds. Sophy coald look no longer^ she ran 
to the door^ all her fatigue forgotten, and at 
once lifting the latch threw herself on the 
floor with her face to the ground. 

'' Mother, mother/' she cried, '^ have pity 
on your wretched, sinful daughter.^' 

Mrs. Page uttered an exclamation of joy 
and surprise, and raised Sophy in her arms, 
and they mingled their tears together. At 
last Sophy ventured to glance at her mother's 
beloved face, and saw, with a start of horror, 
that she wore a widow's cap. 

^' My father," she screamed, *' I hare then 
killed him !" 

" Hush, my darling," said Mrs. Page, " he 
sank gradually away, and died a very calm, 
peaceful death, sending you his forgiveness 
and blessing." 

But Sophy seemed almost convulsed, there 
was a gurgling noise in her throat, and then a 
crimson stream flowed from her lips, — the 
shock was too great for her in her weak state, 
she had broken a blood-vessel. 

It was some time before the hemorrhage 
could be stopped, and then the doctor said 
that her lungs were very much affected, and 
that the mischief was going on so rapidly, that 
it was beyond his power to cure ; he ordered 
her to be kept ver^ quiet, for another such at« 
tack would prove instantly fatal. 
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It was very sad for the poor mother^ just as 
her daughter was restored to her^ to feel that 
she mast prepare herself for parting with her 
for ever. Still she could not be too thankful 
that it was permitted her to watch over poor 
Sophy's dying bed, for Edward Meredith had 
been to Summerhill that morning to inquire if 
Sophy had returned honie, and was almost 
distracted with grief when he learnt that she 
had not been seen^ for he feared some harm 
had happened to her; therefore when she 
arrived so humble and contrite^ Mrs. Page 
acknowledged how much cause she had for 
gratitude^ even though her dear one was only 
spared to her for so short a time. 

Sophy set herself diligently to prepare for 
that better country^ towards which she was 
hastening so fast ; she saw the clergyman most 
days^ when her cough permitted of her speak- 
ings and confessed to him all her guilt. She 
saw that vanity was at the root of her sin, 
and had brought all this misery upon herself 
and others^ and the clergyman was quite satis- 
fied of the reality and depth of her repentance. 
He felt that her sins which were many were 
forgiven her, for she loved much, and had also 
suffered much. 

One day Sophy gave a letter to Mrs. Page 
which she begged her to give to Edward Me- 
redith when she was dead« '' And yoa moat 
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not blame him, dear mother/' she added^ '' for 
what has happened, the consequences were of 
my own bringing, and I might not have had 
courage to leave off sinning if he had not helped 
me/' 

** I will not be hard upon him, dear Sophy, 
for he is very much cast down at your illness, 
and comes continually to learn how you are, 
but I thought you had rather not see him." 

" No, mother, I would rather that nothing 
earthly should disturb me now; but there 
is one person I should like to ask forgive- 
ness of/' 

'' I know who you mean, my darling, and I 
am sure John Harrison would wish to assure 
you of his free pardon for your offence against 
him, for he has often said so to me." 

So the faint shadow of the former blooming 
Sophy saw her good religious husband once 
more, and after the interview she remained in 
a happy peaceful state, from which she was 
roused by a fit of coughing more violent than 
usual. Alas ! a blood-vessel was broken, and 
before assistance came, her spirit had departed, 
and the mortal had passed on to immortality. 

Edward Meredith was deeply affected at 
poor Sophy's sad end, it remained to him a 
solemn warning for all his after life. 

Let us never forget to check the beginning 
of sin, for one sin brings misery to so many 
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persons, and leaves a black spot in the aoui, 
which if allowed to remain, spreads more and 
more till the whole is taitited. We must watch 
well, 'Mest Satan should get the advantage 
over us, for we are not ignorant of his de* 
vices/' 





HONfiSTY 8S THE BEST P0L8CY. 

Ctgf)^^ Commanlimnit* 

** *Ti8 good to be honest and true." 

OSEPH King was the son of the 
village blacksmith^ he rejoiced in 
half a score of brothers and sis- 
ters, their ages varying from 
about sixteen to two and a half years. They all 
scrambled on pretty well : the eldest boy took 
to the blacksmith's trade after his father's 
example ; the girl, who was fifteen, went to 
the Bectory as under-nurserymaid ; but Jo- 
seph who came next was the only one who 
showed an antipathy to work, he seemed to 
possess a natural aversion to it, and would pre- 
fer making his dinner off a turnip picked up in 
a field, to employing his time in a useful man- 
ner, so as to earn a good meal. Of course 
this was the fruitful source of many blows and 
scoldings from the father and mother ; but he 
appeared incorrigible. 

s 
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Mrs. King was lamenting his idleness one 
day in loud tones^ and telling him that he 
would come to no good^ when Miss Elston 
entered^ who was the daughter of the Squire, 
a most excellent young lady, who was always 
going about doing good in the parish, and who 
never thought the smallest trouble of any of 
its inhabitants below her notice. 

'*Why, Mrs. King, what is the matter?'* 
she said, looking from the angry mother to 
the sullen sulky boy ; *^ has Joseph been taken 
before the magistrates again for stealing 
turnips ?" 

'' No, miss, but I tell him he will come to 
worse than that, for he will never do an hour's 
work if he can help it, and we all know what 
must be the end of that ; first want, then dis- 
honesty, then robbery, and after that most 
likely transportation." 

'' Well, Mrs. King, we must hope that Jo- 
seph will not arrive at quite so bad an end of 
his earthly career. But, Joseph, what makes 
you dislike work so much ? Cannot you get 
any to suit your taste ? What do you say to 
coming to help me in my garden ? I am 
going to plant my spring bulbs, and that can- 
not be called a very severe employment/' 

'' Thank you, ma'am, I should like that," 
said Joseph, and the bargain was soon com- 
pleted ; he was to come the next day, and be- 
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gin gardening. At first all went merrily^ Miss 
Elston set him to work^ and gave him a large 
basket of crocas-roots, half of them were white^ 
the others were lilac^ and he was to plant them 
very carefully^ half-a-dozen of each in a bunchy 
round the outside of an oval bed. She stood over 
him for a little while, and was pleased with the 
<quick way in which he handled his tools. She 
then left him, and told him to let her know as 
soon as he had finished planting the roots. 
When she was oat of sight Joseph stopped and 
fitretched himself, he was already getting tired of 
his job ; when he looked at the basket still so full 
•of a multitude of little brown knobs, all to be 
planted in the ground at regular intervals, he 
grew desperate, and began considering what 
he could do to expedite matters. Making 
sure that he could not be seen from the house, 
he first stuffed his pockets with as many roots 
as he could cram into them, (for he thought 
he could get something for them at a gar- 
-dener^s shop in the next town ;) then he dug 
a deep hole, and shook the remainder of the 
•contents of the basket into it. He raked the 
bed smooth, and afterwards amused himself 
with throwing stones at a very tall sunflower, 
that reared its head in an aggravating manner 
above its fellows. Just as he had succeeded 
in knocking it off with a larger stone than 
usual, i^nd at the same time breaking a pane 



196 HONESTY 18 THE BEST POLICY. 

of glass in the greenhouse^ the clock struck 
twelve, so he went home to his dinner, remem- 
bering whilst there to place his stolen bulbs in 
a bag, ready to be disposed of at the first oppor* 
tunity. During dinner he tried to fancy how 
much he should obtain for his bag of spoils ; 
and as soon as he had finished eating his huge 
lump of suet-pudding, he set off running to 
the next town, which was three miles distant^ 
to try and sell the roots. He took them to a 
respectable seedsman^s shop, who, thinking 
that the bulbs came from the boy's own gar- 
den, gave him a price for them, which so far 
exceeded his expectations, tbat he returned 
home overjoyed, determining that as long as 
he found gardening such a lucrative employ- 
ment he would cling to it ; but that he would 
not allow himself to be overworked I He felt 
ashamed certainly to go back to Miss Elston ; 
for though he had wasted no time on the road^ 
it had taken him two hours to go to the town 
of Morley and back again. However he 
thought she might not have noticed his ab- 
sence, so he put a bold face on the matter, and 
walked in. As ill-luck would have it there she 
stood, close by the oval bed he had been plant- 
ing, and evidently on the watch for him. 

'^ Joseph, this is too bad,'' she began when 
she saw him approach ; ^* you have been three 
hours at your dinner; I am afraid you are the 
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idle boy your mother calls you. But as this 
is your first day, we will say do more about it 
now, only remember if you are again such a 
loiterer, I most send you away without any 
further warning." 

Joseph promised obedience, and professed 
great repentance. Then Miss Elston handed 
him a large packet of hyacinth roots, and told 
him to dig a deep hole in the middle of the 
same oval bed, where she intended to plant 
them. He dug with great zeal, as she was 
looking on ; but, unfortunately, a vigorous ap- 
plication of the spade brought to light the im- 
mense collection of crocuses he had shaken 
into the bed, to save himself the trouble of 
placing them properly round the edge, as he 
had been directed to do. Joseph was thunder- 
struck, and Miss Elston was quite shocked at 
his deceit and laziness; she made him put 
them in the ground in the manner she at first 
had ordered him, and then took him into the 
house and talked to him very seriously, show- 
ing him how mean and fraudulent his con- 
duct had been, and how his unworthy artifice 
would certainly have been found out first or 
last. She did not know of his thieving pro- 
pensities, or she would have been afraid of 
letting him remain about the premises, but she 
disliked very much giving up any one as hope- 
less ; and though she felt be would be of no 

s2 
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use to her in the garden, as he could not ber 
trusted to do his work properly, she again and 
again turned over in her own mind what she 
could do for him. She asked him if he was- 
fond of reading, and finding he liked it prettjr 
well, she told him he might come to her for 
an hour every morning, and she would try if 
she could make anything of a scholar of him.^' 

'' Perhaps,'' she said, ^' you may find it more 
easy to work with your brains than your 
hands.'' 

Joseph thought, as he Walked home that 
evening, whether it would not be possible to* 
do both, for he had seen in the room to whichi 
Miss Elston had taken him, so many things, 
which he longed to carry ofi^, things that would 
never be missed in the house, and for which he 
could so easily find a purchaser, that he was 
eager for the next day to come, that he might 
try his skill in relieving the young lady of a 
few superfluities. He felt in his pockets for 
some hyacinth roots, which he had managed to 
secrete although the young lady had been 
standing close beside him ; and he chuckled 
with delight at the reflection, that though he 
did not deserve any payment for his bad gar- 
dening, he had gained much more than a day's 
wages by his sleight of hand. " And it's much 
more fun," he added to himself, " to conjure 
a trifle out of rich folks' pockets, who don't 
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fed. the loss of it^ than to slave all day Uke 
my father and brother, and for such a very 
small return.*^ 

So he " strengthened himself in his wicked- 
ness/^ and never remembered the Eye above, 
which took notice of all his deceit and dis* 
honesty^ and before Whom his wicked heart 
was laid bare, as an open page in a well- 
lighted room. He now (I grieve to say) be- 
gan a regular system of petty thieving; he 
came regularly every day to Miss Elston, and 
she took great pains with him, and tried to 
teach him his duty to God and man. Some- 
times she thought she had made an impression 
upon him. Now and then his conscience did 
prick him when bhe explained the Command- 
ments to him, and especially that one which 
says, " Thou shalt not steal,^^ and he would 
think for a moment whether he was not living 
in sin ; but then the devil would put into his 
mind, that this happy young lady had every- 
thing that she could want, and that she could 
not appreciate the temptations of a boy, who 
had to gain his bread by the sweat of his 
brow, and to whom a small treasure of hers 
would seem like a fortune. Alas ! he did not 
remember the example set us by our Blessed 
Saviour, Who had not where to lay His 
Head, Who laboured with His Hands^ Who 
endured cold, and hunger, and thirst, and 
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weariness, "Who was in all points tempted 
like as we are/' yet without murmuring, and 
without sin. 

Joseph was very crafty in his knavery; he 
was careful as to what he took, and how he 
took it, so that it might not be missed, and 
that he might not be found out. He would 
slip into his pocket a penny or two, if there 
chanced to be a little pile of them on the 
chimney-piece, or a few stamps from Miss 
Elston's desk, or even a pencil, or reel of cot- 
ton, or a few needles or pins from her work- 
box, when her back was turned, or she left the 
room for a moment to fetch a book or any- 
thing she wanted. And she had not the least 
suspicion of his dishonest ways. 

One day Miss Elston left him in the sitting- 
room, while she went for a slate that he might 
do his sum ; and Joseph took the opportunity 
of quickly glancing at every object near, to see 
if there was anything he should find profit- 
able to carry away with him, but nothing use- 
ful presented itself. There were no halfpence 
about the room, and only two postage-stamps 
remained in the desk, and he did not venture 
to take those ; even the needlebook required 
replenishing. At last, deeper down in one 
corner of the work-box, he spied something 
bright ; he delved down with his finger, and 
drew up a gold thimble. He could hardly be- 
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lieve it to be really gold^ and was afraid of 
taking it, in case he might be found out. How* 
ever he was obliged (as he thought) to pop it 
into his pocket, for Miss Elston returned 
rather suddenly, and he had not an opportu** 
nity of putting it back again, as she locked 
her workbox immediately, and removed it to 
another table, to make room for Joseph^s din- 
ner, which she sometimes allowed him to have 
here, and which was brought in by her own little 
maid Mary, a nice young girl, who was always 
verv kind to Joseph, and who stayed chatting 
with him on the present occasion until he had 
finished his meal, and when he went away she 
shut the door after him. 

When Joseph had got some distance from 
the house he looked round on every side, and 
finding no one was in sight took out the thim- 
ble and looked at it carefully. Yes, there was 
the mark sure enough, it was actually gold I 
He began to be frightened, it was the most 
valuable thing he had ever taken, most likely 
there would be a hue and cry when it was found 
to be lost, and a grand search made every- 
where, and an enquiry of everybody if they 
had seen it. " Well," he thought, '^he could 
but wait till then, and either slip it back into 
the box if need be, or sell it to some one a 
long way oflF." 

Money was '' quick come, quick go,^' with 



202 QONESTY IS THE BEST POLICY. 

Joseph. He sold his stolen odds and ends 
sometimes at one place, and sometimes at 
another, to avoid suspicion. And then he 
would go at once to a pastrycook^s shop and 
spend his ill-gotten gains in what he elegantly 
termed ^'a regular blow out'^ of cakes and 
tarts, so that he was not the richer for his 
plunder, nor the better, for he looked sallow 
and unwholesome; nor indeed the happier, for 
the dread of being found out was always be- 
fore his eyes, and he could not even enjoy his 
sweets, for it is stupid work after all to gobble 
up a lot of nice things by oneself, and he did 
not dare to take anybody into his confidence. 

Time passed on, and Joseph hoped that the 
loss of the gold thimble would never be dis- 
covered, and he began to calculate how much 
he might hope to get for it — when one morn- 
ing, as he was shown into Miss Elston's room, 
be was surprised to see her looking very grave, 
and her little maid Mary standing before her, 
crying bitterly. 

'^ I have met with a sad loss, Joseph/' she 
said ; " I cannot find my gold thimble, which 
I know was safe in my workbox a short time 
ago, and now it is gone ; it was given to me by 
my poor mother, and therefore I value it ex- 
ceedingly. I suppose you have not seen it 
anywhere about the room ?" 

Joseph^s tongue seemed glued to the roof of 
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bis months he coald not have spoken at that 
moment to save his life^ and he felt that dis- 
covery and ruin were staring him in the face. 
But Miss Elston unconsciously relieved him 
of his embarrassment by adding almost im- 
mediately^ ''Of course^ though^ you cannot 
have seen it^ for I have not had my workbox 
downstairs for several weeks/' 

" Indeed^ indeed^ I have not taken it/' sobbed 
poor Mary. 

" I am very loath to suspect you, Mary/' 
said Miss Elston ; ** but you know what our 
servants say, who have lived with us so many 
years, and are very kind-hearted women ; and 
having found you out in an untruth before, I 
do not know how to believe you while appear- 
ances are so much against you. I cannot live 
with a person whom I cannot trust, therefore, 
I am sorry to say, we must part ; but if ever 
this affair can be cleared up satisfactorily, 
which will be my earnest endeavour, I will be 
sure to do you justice. Now go, and tell your 
mother I will come and talk it over with her 
in the afternoon." 

So poor Mary went away in great grief; 
and Miss Elston turning to Joseph, told him 
she had been so disturbed by the sad event of 
this morning that she could not attend to his 
lessons, but she lent him a book to learn some 
spelling from, and told him to come again the 
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next day. Joseph was glad of this reprieve, 
for he felt that it would have been impossible 
for him to have understood a word that was 
said to him ; his thoughts were full of poor 
Mary and her troubles, she was s6nt away 
from her place, her character for honesty gone, 
and her hopes of getting on in life blighted — 
for what ? For his fault I he was the guilty 
one 1 because he had taken what did not be- 
long to him, this poor girl was punished, and 
made thus utterly miserable. 

Joseph did not know what to do. To con- 
fess that he was the culprit was beyond his 
courage; but he thought that if he had only 
put the thimble in his pocket, when he went 
up to the house that morning he might have 
slipped it down in the room, and it would 
have been found and nobody have been any 
wiser ; and he determined to do this if possi- 
ble the next opportunity. But how sonry he 
then was that he had taken it ; how he hated 
the thimble, the more so, as in the distance he 
saw Mary (who had always been so kind to 
him,) walking sorrowfully to her home with a 
slow step, and he knew that it was his doing. 
Perhaps it may be thought that Miss Elstoa 
was rather hasty in her judgment of the poor 
girl; but appearances were strongly against 
her, she had told a story soon after she first 
came to Miss Elston^s service^ and this made 
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the old servants rather saspicions of her ; and 
when two of them entered their young lady^s 
room that morning, and found Mary examin- 
ing Miss Elston's workbox, she turned so red^ 
and looked so confused, (knowing that she 
ought not to have taken this liberty,) that 
they began to think she was after no good, 
while she was really only admiring the pretty 
things. But when later ia the day the thim- 
ble was missed, there seemed no doubt that 
ishe had taken it. 

We cannot be too careful not to judge by 
appearances only ; for it is most difficult to 
distinguish the blush of innocence from the 
flush of shame ; it is only the Great Searcher 
of hearts who can invariably give righteous 
judgment. 

. Joseph felt so wretched at the mischief he 
had done, that he resolved to walk to Morley 
(where there was a fair going on,) to divert his 
mind. He walked about for some time, but 
could not treat himself to his usual quantity 
of sweet things ; excepting twopence his trea* 
Slices were come to an end, and this he deter- 
tnined to spend in a glass of beer> for his walk 
had made him thirsty. He went, therefore, 
into a public-house and had his beer, and put 
down the cup on a table, bdbre which a stout 
gentleman had been having a glass of brandy- 
and-water. The silver teaspoon was placed by 
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tbe side of the empty glass^ and a great temp* 
tation suddenly appeared before Joseph. He 
gave one glance rounds no one seemed to be 
looking his way. The stout gentleman was 
standing up^ and had turned round with hia 
back towards him, waiting for his change, 
which the landlord had gone to fetch. Quick 
as lightning Joseph hid the spoon in his hand^ 
and vanished through the open door, he 
turned into a narrow street, and then ran as 
fast as he could. But he seemed to hear 
some one running after him, and fancied the 
cry of " Stop thief" would ring in his ears 
every minute. He rested for a second to take 
breath, and jumped almost off the pavement 
as he felt a hand upon his shoulder. A taU, 
stout boy, about three years older than him- 
self, with ferrety eyes, and short red hair, 
addressed him in a coarse Voice, saying, 

*^ Well done, my young cove ; I foresee that 
you will become an ornament to your profes* 
sion. I haven't seen a neater trick accomplished 
out of London." 

Joseph's jaw fell, and his face turned an 
ashy colour with fright. He thought all was 
up with him, when his new acquaintance re- 
assured him, 

" Don't look in such a funk, my fine fel- 
low, I mean you nothing but good ; and I fol- 
lowed you only to let yon know my admiration 
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for your cleverness^ and also to ask yoa if yoa 
will not join us ? I am in the same trade as 
yourself^ we are cbips of the same blocks I 
may say^ bat happily neither of us can be 
called a blockhead. My name is Sam. I 
belieye I never had any other. My comrades 
are just starting for London ; we have done a 
pretty brisk trade to-day in the watch and 
pocket-handkerchief line^ and think that it 
would be better to be off at once ; so youM 
better join us^ for really your talents are 
wasted in the country/' 

Joseph turned this new and startling idea 
over in his mind^ he did not see what he could 
do better, he should then get rid of all dis- 
agreeables at home, and see a little of London 
life, which he thought would be very pleasant. 
So he agreed to accompany red-headed Sam, 
and quickly found himself at the railroad sta- 
tion, where his companion gave a twinkle with 
his small light eyes to a tall thin gentleman 
dressed in rusty black, black worsted gloves on 
his hands, rather the worse for wear, a thread* 
bare hat set well at the back of his head, and 
his long dark hair straight and shiny, one 
might fancy him some conventicle preacher, 
from his appearance. To Joseph's surprise a 
word was exchanged between them, and then 
Sam brought him a parcel, which he asked 
him to tie up in his handkerchief, and take 
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with him into the railway carriage. Sam gave 
him his third-class ticket, and went to get one 
for himself. He soon re-appeared, and telling 
Joseph to take no notice of him, he seated him- 
self in a far off corner of the carriage^ and as 
the train panted oat of the station, Joseph saw 
the dark thin man Sam had been speaking to^ 
being led away by two policemen. 

When the train reached London, Sam gave 
Joseph a wink, who taking up his bundle, fol- 
lowed him through narrow streets, and by 
short cuts, till they came to a dark entry, and 
at a small door Sam knocked three tin\es, 
slowly and distinctly. The door was then 
opened by a forbidding looking old woman, no 
cap on her head, and her grey hair hanging 
about her wrinkled face, while her slatternly 
gown was full of holes. 

" You are late,^' she said ; " but who's 
this V^ looking at Joseph. 

"A young brick, who is one of us now,*' 
Sam replied, " I expect we shall find him a 
trump card." 

He led the way as he spoke down some 
steps to an underground room, where an old 
man was seated smoking by the fire, and a boy 
about sixteen was asleep on the opposite side 
of the grate. 

" Why, Sam, who have you brought with 
you V asked the former. 
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*' A canning hand^ I can tell you," said 
Sam ; ^^ I caught him in as pretty a trick as I 
could have managed myself, and now he has 
saved Fiousides I expect from a good two 
months, for we left him in the hands of the 
peelers, but the proofs were all brought away 
safely by friend Joe here." 

So saying, he opened the handkerchief, and 
displayed a variety of articles of different de- 
grees of value, — ^purses, great and small, some 
containing only silver^ others pretty well filled 
with gold^ also three gold watches and two 
silver ones^ and about a dozen silk handker- 
chiefs of every imaginable colour and pattern. 

"Come," said the old man, whom they 
called Father Jack, " that^s a pretty good haul 
for a country place ; but I hope Fiousides is 
not coming to grief." 

"Oh, no," answered Sam, "you will see 
that he will travel by the next train, for they 
can find nothing to convict him upon." 

And Sam^s words proved true, for just as 
they were sitting down to a supper of boiled 
tripe and fried bacon, which the old woman 
had prepared for them, in Fiousides walked, 
and after the serious business of supper had 
been going on, fast and furious for some time, 
he entertained the rest of the party by the ac- 
count of how he took in all the magistrates by 
the way he cast up his eyes, and his air of in- 

t2 
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jured innocence^ so that when his pockets 
were turned oat, and nothing was found in 
them but two tracts on swearing and drunk- 
enness^ and a few halfpence, he thought they 
would have made a subscription for him if a 
London peeler had not whispered a word or 
two to them ; as it was, one benevolent gentle- 
man slipped a shilling into his hand as be went 
out, to get him a night's lodging. 

Then Joseph came in for his share of praise, 
his friend Sam described his running off with 
the spoon from the public-house, until be 
thought himself a hero and a very fine fellow, 
and resolved to enter into their work in 
earnest. 

. The next morning he began his education 
in the light and dextrous use of his fingers, 
the old man walking slowly along the room, 
and Joseph being shown how to jerk bis 
handkerchief out of his pocket. • If he could 
do this without its being felt, well and good, 
but if he bungled in the matter, Father Jack 
turned round and gave him a sharp box on the 
ear. But I will not attempt to describe a scene 
which Dickens has rendered famous, suffice it 
to say that Joseph got plenty of cuffs, and was 
heartily sick of his probation before k was 
over; the room too was fearfully dull, for the 
only light admitted was through a small win- 
dow close to the ceiling, which was covered 



QONESTY IS THE BEST POLICY. 211 

with a gratings and out of which he could just 
catch a glimpse of the feet of passengers as 
they walked past. At night this attempt at a 
window was carefully covered with a shutter. 

Joseph^s only amusement besides helping the 
old woman in her work^ was playing cribbage 
with Sam, when the latter chanced to be in the 
house, but as he was not such a good hand at 
the game as his friend, he soon lost everything 
he possessed, even to the reversionary interest 
of his first gains, Sam then would play no 
more with him, so he was reduced to sleeping, 
and when that failed him, to counting how 
many feet walked across the grating of the 
window in the course of an hour, so it was a 
great satisfaction to Joseph when he was con- 
sidered sufficiently advanced in adroitness and 
skill to make his first attempt in pocket-pick- 
ing. Sam went with him the first time, and 
many an unsuspecting careless gentleman gaz- 
ing admiringly into printshops and booksellers' 
windows, was deprived that day of his hand- 
kerchief, gloves or snuff-box by these two ac- 
complished young vagabonds. 

After this successful beginning, Joseph was 
taken into the confidence of the gang of 
thieves, and trusted with their secret counsels. 
He was allowed to enter a dark inner room, 
where a furnace was always burning, ready to 
be made at the shortest notice into a white 
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heat^ which would melt silver, or anything 
that required the aid of fire to convert it into 
a different shape. This was Father Jaek^s 
especial sanctum. In a little while Joseph 
saw his wicked companions putting their heads 
together, and forming their plans about some- 
thing which was evidently more serious than 
usual. Presently they enlightened him on the 
subject. They wished, they said, to relieve a 
rich old lady of some of her superfluous wealth. 
She lived in a house with only three female 
servants, so that there could be no danger to 
themselves. The only difficulty that presented 
itself was, that the house was fastened so care- 
fully at night, and the barricades were so 
secure, that the best plan would be for one of 
the gang to step into the house before it was 
closed, and conceal himself within until all 
was quiet, and then to admit the others ; and 
as Joseph was the smallest, they thought he 
had better be the one to effect an entrance ; 
but that he need not be the least alarmed, for 
that the whole affair could be managed with 
the greatest ease, and great praise would accrue 
to him if he managed it cleverly. 

Joseph agreed to try what he could do, and 
now behold him enlisted in a very grave con- 
cern. At eight o^clock in the evenings when 
it was getting dusk, Joseph and Piousides 
went together to the old lad/s house. The 
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latter was dressed in his most correct suit of 
faded black, and desiring Joseph to conceal 
himself behind a wall, and that he would make 
him a sign when he was to come forward, he 
put on a sanctimonious look, and knocked 
gently at the back door. When the servant 
appeared he handed her a bundle of tracts, 
and asked her to show them to her mistress, 
as she might like to buy some. The servant 
did not like to shut the door in the face of 
such a very respectable looking person, and 
one who spoke so civilly too. She therefore 
left it ajar, and as soon as she was gone, the 
robber made a sign for Joseph to come for- 
wards, for his lynx eyes saw in the passage 
near the entrance a dark cupboard, with the 
door a little open, where he thoaght the boy 
might easily secrete himself behind a cloak 
that was hanging up there. Just after this 
was accomplished the servant returned with 
the tracts, and told Piousides that her mistress 
did not want any. He said he was ''much 
obliged to her all the same,'' and went away, 
hearing her lock the door after him. The 
wicked man rubbed his hands with glee. 
" Ah !" thought he, " you may take every 
precaution, my good woman, but we shall 
outwit you." 

In the meanwhile there was Joseph in the 
dark cupboard ; no enviable situation, let me 
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tell you. The door was a little open^ bat he 
did not venture to shut it^ for fear it should 
be remarked upon ; so every one who passed 
by seemed almost to touch him with their 
dress, and their voices reached him so dis- 
tinctly, that in his terrified state they appeared 
as if close to his ear. He squeezed himself as 
flat as he could against the wall, that the 
outline of his body might not be observed; 
but he was afraid his feet might protrude 
beyond the cloak. He did not venture to 
move, however, and therefore became so stiff, 
that he felt as if he should lose the use of his 
limbs. At last, after what seemed to him a 
lifetime, he heard the servants putting up the 
bolts and fastenings, and making the house 
secure for the night; and then a horrible 
dread came over him, that they would examine 
the cupboard in which he was hidden; one 
poke at the cloak, and he would be discovered. 
His knees shook at the bare idea of such a 
catastrophe. He listened. They were coming 
near — now they were close by. One put in 
her head at the door; surely she must hear 
his heart beat. He stopped his breath. 

'' Is the broom in here ready for the morn- 
ing, Sarah V^ one servant inquired. 

"All right,'' said the other ; and then the 
door was shut, and Joseph was left alone. 

He gave a deep sigh ; he felt he could not 
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have endured another moment of sach agony; 
he must have screamed^ and betrayed himself. 
The cold perspiration ran down his forehead, 
and he owned to himself that robbery was a 
very unpleasant business; but he knew that 
now he was in for it^ and that there were 
those watching without who would pretty well 
do for him^ if he failed them. He waited until 
the clock struck one — all was as quiet as the 
grave ; so he cautiously took the match-box 
oat of his pockety and lighted his dark lantern, 
and softly lifting the latch of his prison, he 
stole to the back door. Placing the lantern 
on the ground, and throwing the light fully 
upon the fastenings, he with the greatest care 
undid them one by one, until he was able 
gently to turn the handle of the door. A 
stream of fresh air blew in his face, and a low 
whistle sounded close to his ear, and made 
him start. This was the signal agreed upon 
beforehand, to show him that his accomplices 
were all there; and they entered immediately, 
and closed the door after them. Thev took 
off their shoes, and not one word was allowed 
to be spoken except in the lowest whisper. 
They then proceeded deliberately td ransack 
the lower part of the house, for Father Jack 
was a very experienced hand, and went to 
work systematically. The larder afforded them 
two fine hams and a piece of beef, which were 



216 HONESTY IS THE BEST POLICY. 

I;umbled into a sack they had brought with 
them. In the passage was a chest of very 
superior tea, which had been sent to the old 
lady direct from China, and had never before 
been opened ; but the contents were soon 
emptied into one of the best table-cloths, 
which they found in the kitchen, and this was 
pressed down upon the ham and beef in the 
sack. Their persuading instruments soon 
opened the dining-room sideboard without 
making any noise, and their hearts bounded 
at the sight of a fine silver tankard, a salver, 
and several other pieces of plate, whilst a 
bottle of brandy was passed silently round, 
each one taking a gulp until it was finished. 
Now they thought it was time to go up stairs, 
and see what the old lady there had to give 
them. So putting the black crape over their 
faces, the five hideous objects crept stealthily 
to the old lady's bedroom. They soon found 
out which that was, as she always had a light 
burning at night. There she lay, in happy, 
comfortable repose — all unconscious of the 
terrible forms suddenly closing round her bed. 
A smile passed across her face, as if in reference 
to a pleasant dream which was entwining itself 
with a slumber soft and peaceful as a child's. 
Surely these men will remember their own 
mothers, and have compassion upon the poor 
old lady, and not rudely wake her to sudi s 
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horrid scene. Alas ! what mercy is there in 
such hardened hearts? They roaghly shake 
her, she starts^ and sitting up in bed^ stares 
from one to the other frightful face, with 
dilating eyes^ as if they could not take in the 
meaning of what they saw. They shook her 
again more violently, and asked her where 
her money was, and threatened to shoot her 
if she did not give it to them. They even 
pointed a pistol at her, but it seemed as if she 
had lost the power of speech, and even of 
comprehending their wickedness. Her poor 
face only grew more white and ghastly, and 
her eyes became more fixed. 

'^ Come, we are wasting time with the old 
woman/^ said Father Jack, in a low voice. 
^'She is more stupid than I thought her. 
Let's open the desk; I daresay the money is 
there.*' 

The thieves found thirty pounds in the desk. 
The plate-basket was also in the room; so 
they went off very well satisfied with their 
plunder, and had some difiSculty in dividing it 
all between the party^ to convey it home safely. 
This accomplished, the silver was immediately 
put in the melting-pot by Father Jack, to 
avoid detection, and a great feast was made of 
the stolen meat ; but Joseph could not eat a 
morsel of it. The remembrance of the poor 
old lady's gasping mouth and stony ^es 
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followed him everywhere. Night and day he 
saw them. It was in vain his hateful com- 
panions called him '' chicken-hearted/' and 
^'white-livered.^' He could not taste the food 
taken from her house^ and he resolved not to 
share any of her money. 

The whole gang kept very quiet for some 
days, until the robbery had blown over a little ; 
but as soon as ever Joseph was allowed to go 
out^ and try to manage a little light trade in 
the pocket-handkerchief line^ he went by a 
sort of fascination to the house of the late 
robbery. AH the blinds were drawn down; 
he shuddered. What was the cause of this 
gloomy look about the place ? He could not 
help asking a woman who passed by, '' whether 
any one was dead there V^ 

" Yes ; haven't you heard/' she said, '* that 
a lot of thieves got in the house a few days 
ago, and frightened the old lady to death? 
When the servants came down in the morning, 
there was ever3rthing taken, and the poor lady 
(as good a lady as ever lived) had feJlen back 
in her bed quite dead. The thieves ought to 
be hung/' she added, " for they are as bad as 
murderers." 

Joseph thought so too. He felt like a mur- 
derer, and knew that the remembrance of the 
poor death-stricken lady, as she had appeared 
before him that dreadful night, would haunt 
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him all his life long. When he mentioned 
what he had heard to his companions^ he was 
shocked to see them make a joke of it. 

'^ Poor old thing, it was quite time she was 
taken,'^ they said; ^'she had eridently oat- 
liyed her faculties ;" and they bought a quan- 
tity of brandy with her money, and got terribly 
drunk, drinking to her happy memory. Jo- 
seph was horrified ; he felt as if he was living 
with demons, and had cast himself by his own 
choice into the pit of destruction, where he 
seemed consigned to the custody of evil spirits, 
more wicked even than himself. He became 
moody and sullen, and he saw that he was 
watched suspiciously ; he was never left alone, 
and he was not trusted with a new scheme 
of wickedness, which was evidently brewing 
amongst them; but he determined that they 
should kill him rather than induce him to join 
them in such an undertaking as the last. It 
is astonishing how soon ill-gotten gains make 
to themselves wings and fly away ; and in a 
wonderfully short time, by rioting and drun- 
kenness, all their pillage was disposed of. One 
evening the gang told him to get his hat, for 
that they were going for a drive into the 
country ; he begged to be left behind, for he 
saw they were going to rob some bouse from 
the bundle of sacks they had collected together ; 
the bag of tools being taken from its hiding 
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place, and the pistols fished out^ which were 
carefully examined and loaded ; but they would 
not hear of his not coming with them^ in fact^ 
when they got him inside the covered cart^ 
they fastened his leg securely with a chain and 
padlock to the seat^ so that he could not escape. 
They travelled all night long^ only stopping 
now and then to give the horse com^ which 
they carried with them ; the thieves took it by 
turns to drive, the others sleeping on some 
straw at the bottom of the cart. The next day 
they journeyed on more slowly^ and stopped 
for two hours in a lonely place to let the good 
horse rest, and Joseph was allowed to stretch 
his legs and get out of the cart. He looked 
around him and rubbed his eyes; ^'Am I 
dreaming V^ thought he^ '^ surely I know this 
place. I seem to be close to my old home ; 
and that is certainly Morley spire.'' He gased 
inquiringly at Father Jack^ who stood near. 

''Yes/' said the latter, "you remember this 
part of the country, I dare say ; we are going 
to get a little money from Squire Elston, for 
he can well afford to give it us, but we must 
be careful, for he keeps two menservants^ there- 
fore we shall want you to get in at the larder 
window, as that seems the most unprotected 
part of the house." 

Astonishment and horror struck Joseph 
dumb at first ; he now burst forth in an agi- 
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tated voice: ^^ Never! you shall never drag 
me there alive !" 

''We shall see that, my young bantam 
cock/' said Father Jack ; " I think we shall 
hear yoa crow a different tune, when you have 
the choice of helping usj or being transported 
for felony." 

^'I don't care what happens to me/' an- 
swered Joseph ; ^' I cannot, and will not assist 
you in this ; they have been kind to me all my 
life." 

''What does that matter?" said Father Jack, 
'' we sha'nt hurt the man, unless he is very 
troublesome ; and this very night we shall help 
ourselves to some of his loose valuables, and 
we are not going to leave you behind to peach, 
I can promise you." 

It suddenly occurred to Joi^ph, that if he 
went with them he might alarm the family 
and prevent them from coming to harm, so he 
consented to go, and when it became quite 
dark, he and the four other ruffians walked 
stealthily up the well-remembered drive to the 
house. Every spot seemed familiar to Joseph ; 
under this oak tree he had paused, the very 
last time he. passed that way, to consider whe- 
ther he would not confess the theft of the gold 
thimble, how he wished he had listened to the 
pleadings of his good angel then, — now, every- 
thing that was dreadful had come upon him, 

u2 
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he had passed from bad to worse^ until the mea- 
sure of his iniquity seemed quite full. When 
the party came near the house they saw a 
stream of light issuing from an open window 
on the ground-floor^ from which they could 
plainly hear voices. It was Mr. Elston and 
his daughter chatting together ; they were sit- 
ting up later than usual that calm balmy night ; 
being loath to leave the refreshing coolness of 
the fragfant evening air, as it streamed through 
the open window ; to them, nature seemed full 
of peace and calmness^ all unconscious as they 
were^ that danger was larking near them. 
Alas! in like manner^ how often when all 
seems most fair^ and we feel most secure of the 
strength of our good resolutions^ is the tempter 
close at our elbow to endeavour to destroy us 
when off our guard. The robbers paused when 
they saw the lights and concealed themselves 
carefully among the trees in the plantation. 
Father Jack placed Joseph under a thiek 
laurel bush^ and showing him a pistol, made 
him understand more by signs than words, 
that if he attempted to move^ or make any 
noise^ before he gave him the signal to make 
his way to the larder window^ he would in- 
stantly shoot him dead. So Joseph crouched 
beneath the laurel ; he was actually near enough 
to the window to hear what Miss Elston said. 
*^ How late it is," she exclaimed ; " I cannot 
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think what makes me so wakefal to-night; 
shall I sing you one more song^ pspSy before I 
go to bed V* Mr. Elston was farther off; so 
Joseph could only suppose that he assented^ as 
she immediately sang HaudePs beautiful air, 
" Comfort ye My people/' with great sweet- 
ness and power ; and as the soft sounds came 
swelling out, borne by the night breeze to 
Joseph's place of concealment, it seemed to 
him in the softened state of his heart, as if it 
were music from heaven, and that his Saviour 
was interceding for his pardon. Tears, which 
had long been a stranger to his eyes, streamed 
down his face, and he prayed earnestly that 
his iniquity might be indeed pardoned, and 
that he might have strength to amend his sinful 
life. Presently the song was finished, and 
Miss Elston came to the window and leaned 
her head out of it. The lamp stood on a table 
behind her, so that she was distinctly visible, 
and Joseph even saw a stray curl lifted off her 
face for a second by a breath of wind. " 6od 
bless her,'' he thought ; '^ I will save her from 
sorrow this night, if I die for it." Then the 
window was shut and bolted, and the shutters 
fastened, the lights disappeared, flickering at 
various windows upstairs, until at last all was 
darkness and intense silence. Joseph fancied 
after this that Father Jack would never give 
the signal for him to move ; the fluttering of 
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the leaves over his head made him starts and 
just as he was hoping that they had given ap 
the idea of robbing the hoase that night, 
came the sound of the three very soft distinct 
whistles. Joseph, however, summoned all his 
courage to his aid, and creeping to the larder 
window he found Father Jack and Sam th^ne 
before him; the three together soon silently 
tore away the wire fencing from the window, 
and then the old man and Sam hoisted np 
Joseph, and helped him through the open- 
ing ; he carefully moved away the basins and 
dishes from the shelf below, that he might not 
make a noise as he got down from the ledge 
of the window ; having accomplished this, the 
lantern was handed to him, and he reached 
the floor safely. He now was expected to open 
the door to the others, but instead of this, he 
intended to alarm the house and put its in- 
mates on their guard. Just as he was getting 
away to do this, he saw to his horror, that Sam 
was struggling to squeeze through the opening 
by which he had entered, and that as the others 
were pushing him with all their might he would 
soon manage it, though he was much stouter 
than Joseph. No time therefore was to be 
lost. He rushed off, but which way to turn 
he knew not, as he had never been upstairs 
before ; he opened several doors, but the rooms 
were empty ; at last, in very desperation, he 
shouted as loud as he could, " Murder ! thieves. 
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thieves !'' People seemed as if they would not 
awake ; perhaps he was on the wrong staircase, 
he ran to the other, there he met Sam, looking 
as frightened as himself. '^Take that, yon 
villain/' cried Sam ; and Joseph saw a flash, 
and heard a noise as if the earth was being rent 
asunder, and when he next became conscious 
of anything, he saw Miss Elston bending over 
him, her hands clasped together, looking very 
white, and wrapped up in a shawl. Her fa- 
ther was near, and the servants stood around, 
their dress more or less disordered. Joseph 
felt very faint, and his eyes seemed dim, as if 
everything was fading away. 

" I am dying, sir,'' he said to Mr. Elston, 
^'and I should like to make a confession, if 
you will take it down.'' Mr. Elston complied, 
and Joseph told everything that had passed, 
exactly as it happened j he owned the taking 
of the thimble, and described where it was now 
to be found. The great robbery, and the lesser 
cases of dishonesty, were all disclosed; he 
seemed thankful to confess all the truth at last. 

''And now, oh ! Miss Elston, do you think 
there can be any hope for such as I am ?" he 
asked in a low voice, for his breath was failing 
him. 

'' I trust so, Joseph," she said, while a tear 
from her eye fell upon his hand, '' if you are 
really penitent for what you have done; for 
remember the penitent robber on the cross was 
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foi^iveii by our Blessed Saviour^ even at the 
eleventh hour/' 

'* I am indeed very sorry,'' he sighed ; " and 
I am glad to think that I died in saving your 
property, and perhaps your lives; it seems 
like trying to make some small amends to 
show my sorrow." 

Poor Joseph did not live long after this ; the 
doctor (whom they had hurriedly sent for) 
said that nothing could be done for him, as 
the shot had entered a vital part, so that he 
breathed his last quietly, lying on the mat at 
the foot of the stairs, as they did not like to 
disturb him by carrying him to a room. The 
house had been alarmed by the noise of the 
firing, and of Joseph's cries, but the thieves 
had escaped, being frightened at what Sam 
had done. I may mention in conclusion that 
their London haunt was searched, but no one 
was found there, as they were working their 
passage to Australia, where they hoped to make 
fortunes by gold digging; instead of which, 
they perished horribly by bowie knives for 
trying to take possession of the gold belonging 
to other people, instead of labouring hard for 
themselves. Little Mary was established again 
in Miss Elston's service, and is now a good 
trustworthy girl; and gossips say that poor 
Joseph did more good at his death than he 
did in his life. Let us take care that this may 
not be said of us. 



THE GHOST. 



fiint^ Comtnantimcnt 

" If any touch my friend or his good name, 
It is my honour and my love to free 

His blasted fame 
From the least spot or thought of blame." 

" The sweet cement, which in one sure band 
Ties the whole frame, is love 
And charity." 

ISS Snarldon was peering oyer the 
blinds in her front parlour^ it was 
getting dusk, so that she had to 
strain her long neck^ and look very 
fixedly before her investigations were satisfied. 
At last she started back^ and the bows of her 
cap shook with indignation as she exclaimed to 
herself^ '' It is as I thought ! Mrs. Hunt has 
a large piece of meat in her basket, and it was 
only this morning that she came and begged 
me to give her sixpence to buy some bread 
for her family, for they were almost starving, 
and now when she thinks I shall not see her, 
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she sneaks by with that great joint, the de- 
ceitful^ storytelling woman/^ 

^'Oh^ Susan/^ cried she, as her servant 
entered the room with the candles, ''when 
next Mrs. Hunt comes here, send her away 
directly, for I find she has been deceiving me 
dreadfully. She told me this morning that 
she had no money, and I have just seen her go 
by with a basketful of meat and other good 
things." 

"Indeed, ma^am, that is very likely,'' said 
Susan, " she's a good-for-nothing woman, and 
for the matter of that, so they all are." 

The mistress and maid were a very well 
matched pair, they were not tormented with 
too much of the milk of human kindness, it 
was very seldom that any one could obtain 
their good word, and if a remarkably sharp 
person was clever enough to cheat them once, 
they could never boast of doing so another 
time. 

Miss Snarldon was a lady of what is called 
a certain age^ that is to say, she would never 
see the ripe age of fifty again ; she was pos- 
sessed of an independent property which en- 
abled her to live in comfort without any exer- 
tions of her own, and not being blessed with 
the heavenly gift of seeing good in every one, 
however unworthy they might appear to be, 
nor having the wish of seeking out cases of 
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distress and sorrow in order to relieve them^ 
she employed the many hours which would 
otherwise have hung heavy on her hands^ in 
finding out her neighbours' business^ imputing 
bad motives to their conduct^ and painting poor 
human nature in her blackest colours. 

As a matter of course she was often mis- 
taken in her judgments; even Mrs. Hunt, 
(who was thought to be so wicked because she 
had a piece of meat in her basket^) had just 
been given this nice dinner most unexpectedly 
for a treat next day, by a kind lady who had 
called at her house and seen her destitution^ 
and thought that she should like to feel that 
this large family had a comfortable Sunday 
meal for once. 

Susan having shut the shutters^ and given 
the fire a friendly poke, which set the flames 
blazing up the chimney cheerily, proceeded to 
place the tea-things on the table ; Miss Snarldon 
brought a handsome cake out of a cupboard, 
and while Susan went for the hot muffins and 
crumpets, a knock was heard at the door, — 
evidently company were coming to tea. First 
there entered a pleasant elderly lady, and a 
young one aged about twenty-one, pretty and 
bright looking ; these good people were Mrs. 
Grove and her daughter Annie. Mr. Grove 
had been the Bector of the little town of Lister 
for many years, and after his death the sorrow- 

X 
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ing widow settled herself in a small house in 
the same place with her only child, for she did 
not wish to leave her old friends, and as her 
circumstances were narrow, she thought that 
people would be more inclined to make excuses 
for her where she was well known, than if she 
planted herself again in a very humble way 
among strangers. They were beloved by every 
one, and being very quiet and unpretending, 
even Miss Snarldon could not often find any- 
thing to say against them. The only other 
additions to the tea-party were Miss Parkins 
and her little niece, Kate, a child about ten 
years old; she was especially invited on the 
present occasion to wind some worsted for 
Miss Snarldon, who was knitting herself a 
great covering for the sofa. By the way. Miss 
Snarldon was very obliging to Miss Parkins, 
and often asked her to drop in and dine, or 
spend the evening with her, which was con- 
venient to the latter, who was not young, or 
very well off, and who found a difficulty some- 
times in jogging along the uphill and bare 
road of life, to people with small means. The 
only return Miss Snarldon expected was, that 
all the gossip of the little country town should 
be collected and retailed to her, and it was 
understood between them (though* it had never 
been expressed in so many words) that if Miss 
Snarldon had a spite against any one. Miss 
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Parkins could not show her gratitude in a 
more acceptable manner^ and give her friend 
greater pleasure^ than by bringing all the ill- 
natured stories she could scrape together against 
that unfortunate person^ with as many ex- 
aggerations as Miss Parkins liked to add to 
them. 

But we are leaving the party a long time at 
their tea^ indeed it was rather a lengthy affair^ 
so many good things had to be discussed^ and 
Miss Parkins allowed a lion's share of muffins 
and buttered toast to slip down her throat 
(for^ poor thing, she had eaten no dinner that 
day,) before she dipped into her bag of news. 
Having finished her share of the '^talking 
water/' she removed the handkerchief which 
was spread over her faded brown silk gown, 
and asked the company generally whether they 
had heard the shocking report that Mr. Nairne, 
the banker, would shortly become bankrupt. 
When every one had lifted up their hands and 
eyes sufficiently, (for all the party were inter- 
ested in the welfare of the old bank,) she 
added, '^ Of course, I cannot tell the truth of 
it, but people are very much frightened, and 
they do say that there was a run upon the 
bank last Thursday, and that the sovereigns 
they issued were all hot, as if they had just 
been coined.'' 

^^That is impossible," cried Annie Grove, 
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'' because the only place where money is al- 
lowed to be coined is at the Mint in London.'' 

"Well, my dear, I do not know how that 
is/' said Miss Parkins, '^ perhaps they had the 
sovereigns sent down quickly by express ; all I 
can say is, that when I took out my small 
matter of money, which I did at once, I ob- 
served all the clerks looked very pale and se- 
rious. Mr. Nairne too was not in the bank, 
which was a very bad sign." After the atart- 
ling intelligence had sunk into their hearts, 
and both Miss Snarldon and Mrs. Grove had 
determined that they would recall what balance 
they had into their own hands, the first thing on 
Monday morning, she gathered up the reins of 
her mind for another stroke. " The house on 
the common was being pulled down," she 
told them, "and a better one placed in its 
stead by the lord of the manor, and under the 
old floor he has found some bones, which are 
supposed to be the skeleton of a girl ; and it 
is thought that she was murdered by the son 
of the old man who lived there, and who after- 
wards ran away, and had never been heard of 
since." 

" But that is so many years ago," said Mrs. 
Grove ; " he must have been quite a boy, not 
more than twelve years old I should think." 

"I am afraid that youth is no safeguard 
against wickedness," chimed in Miss Snarl- 
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doD ; " murder very soon came into the world, 
and Gain mnst have been quite a youth when 
he killed his brother. And talking of that, 
have you heard anything lately, Miss Par- 
kins, of that young reprobate, Mr. Warring- 
ton r 

'' Oh I" exclaimed Miss Parkins, dropping 
her bag out of her hand, in her horror of what 
she was going to say. ** Sarah Whitens baby 
was ill, so she sent for Mr. Warrington, and 
the young man came so intoxicated that he 
could hardly stand, and he gave the baby some- 
thing, which very soon killed it I What do 
you think of that V^ 

'' It cannot be true,'' said Annie, in an agi- 
tated manner, her face in one glow ; " we have 
known him all his life, and indeed he never 
drinks more than he ought. The baby must 
have been very ill, most Ukely dying, when 
Mr. Warrington was called in, so that he could 
do nothing for the poor little thing/' 

'' I am sorry you are interested in the young 
man, my dear Miss Grove," answered Miss 
Parkins, bridling up at her story being called 
in question ; " but I assure you the poor woman 
related the history to me with tears in her 
eyes. And I have worse still to tell you, for 
I think you ought to know the worst of this 
abandoned wretch. You must know that I 
was returning rather late last night from Miss 

x2 



284 THB 0H08T. 

• 

Cole^s (for the and I, and the two Miaa 
Cartwright8y had been having a mbber, and 
it took na a long time to decide the eon- 
queror^ for we all held such very even carda,) 
aa I was sayings it was late, past eleven o'clock, 
I believe, when I saw a tidl man coming to- 
wards me, very much muffled up about the 
face ; but it struck me he resembled Mr. War- 
rington. He stopped before the door of that 
notorious gambling-house in North-street; he 
looked right and left, but he did not see me, 
for I kept stilly and stood close to the railings* 
The lamp shone full upon his hce for a mo- 
ment, and then I saw that my suspicions were 
just, it was Mr. Warrington,'' added Miss 
Parkins, lowering her voice, so as to send a 
thrill through her hearers, '^ He went into the 
gambling-house, and the door was closed be- 
hind him/' 

There was a pause after this relation for a 
few minutes, no one seemed to like to break 
the silence. At last Miss Snarldon observed, 

*' We can very easily see what the end of 
this young man will be^ and can tell where his 
money goes, for he is always as poor as Job; 
and yet they say that his uncle allows him a 
very fair share of the profits of his profession, 
now that he has taken him into partnership. 
It must be a terrible grief to him to see the 
nephew he has brought up, and been so kind 
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to, tarn out so badly^ and set such a bad ex- 
ample to his son/^ 

'' Let us hope that the poor young man 
may see the error of his ways before it is too 
late/' said Mrs. Grove^ '' and let us speak only 
of his many good qualities^ and remember 
that ' charity thinketh no evil/ " 

"Begging your pardon/' returned Miss 
Snarldon, directly, " I call that a very wrong 
way of putting the matter : if we know a per- 
son to be wickedj I consider it right to men- 
tion it to others^ that they may be on their 
guard against him. Perhaps if everybody did 
this it might prevent many crimes. Charity, 
in my opinion, means giving away nioney to 
judicious objects. I hope we all do this ; and I 
am sure that there is not a subscription in the 
town to which I do not add my mite.'' 

" I quite think with you," agreed the amia- 
ble Miss Parkins, " charity of course is the 
bestowing alms as much as is in our power, 
and happy are they who have a long purse at 
their command, if they have the grace to use 
it aright, if not their state is sad indeed. My 
little niece can repeat a hymn on this subject, 
if you would like to hear it V* 

Leave was given immediately, for everybody 
was beginning to feel uncomfortable at the 
personal turn the conversation had taken, and 
Mrs. Grove and her daughter were thankful of 
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anything to stop the mouths of the two ladies 
from dragging down their friends' reputations 
any lower ; so the little girl repeated the fol- 
lowing simple verses : 



« 



The sonnds of rereby are heard 
From ont the stately hall ; 

The richest fare is never spared. 
By the gay lord of all. 

** There came a poor man to the door. 
And sadly there he stood ; 
For pity kind, he did implore, 
And prayed for rest and food. 
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Help me for Christ's dear sake,' cried he ; 
* Vm weary, faint, and low ; 
And of thy plenty give to me, 
A morsel, ere I go.' 

" ' Away, bold man,' with anger called 
The gay lord from his board ; 
His guests disturbed, with clamour bawled, . 
And then the wine they poured. 

** The song went round, the laughter rang. 
As slowly passed away 
That stranger pale, that footsore man. 
They scom^ and mocked that day. 

'' He journeyed by a lowly cot. 

Where 'neath the woodbine's shade, 
With bowl of bread and milk made hot. 
There sat a little maid. 

" Her eyes are raised to thank her God, 
For food to her so sweet ; 
When near the weary stranger trod. 
And him her blue eyes meet. 
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" She saw hia sad and hangry look. 
His slow and tired pace ; 
And her nntasted meal she took. 
While heaven shone in her fisce. 

** * Poor man, I pray, my snpper take. 
And rest thee here awhile ; 
We must do good for Christ's dear sake. 
If we would win His smile/ 

" He took her cup, and placed his hand 
Upon her golden hidr ; 
And bless'd the maidi as she did stand. 
So smiling and so foir. 

" Her azure eyes enraptured grew, 
And filled with love and awe ; 
Where stood the stranger, changed to view. 
Her Heavenly Lord she saw 1 

** The little maid, an angel bright, 
Now singeth near God's throne ; 
The worldly lord, far from His sight. 
Makes everlasting moan." 



*' Thank you^ Katie ; that is what I think 
charity means — ^namely, giving our alms pro- 
perly/^ was Miss Snarldon^s comment on 
Katie's little poem. 

Happily just then Susan entered with the 
sweetbreads and Iambus fry^ and the odour of 
these fragrant viands was so agreeable to the 
olfactory nerves of the ladies^ and the partaking 
of the dainties had such a soothing effect 
upon their palates^ that nothing more dis- 
agreeable was said, and as soon as it was 
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proper after supper^ Mrs. Grove and her 
daughter took leave of their hostess tind de- 
parted. 

Directly they were outside the door^ Annie 
said to her mother^ ''Don't let us ever go 
there again^ dear mamma. How ill-natured 
and censorious Miss Snarldon and her friend 
are. These dreadful things cannot be true^ 
can they?^' she asked^ looking up with an 
anxious glance in Mrs. Grove's face. 

" My darling/' she answered^ " I trust the 
account of Mrs. White's baby is an exaggera- 
tion; but I fear that it is true that Miss 
Parkins saw Mr. Warrington enter the gam- 
bling-house, for she could not have invented 
such a story; and gambling is such a dread- 
ful sin, my dear, that I would almost as soon 
see my child in her grave, as married to a 
man addicted to it. I once had a sister I 
loved very fondly, who united herself to a 
gentleman whom everybody admired. He 
seemed very amiable and agreeable^ and we 
were in hopes that a happy future was in store 
for her. But too late it was discovered that 
he was a gamester. He spent all his own 
property, and mortgaged all his wife's money 
that he could not spend, and at last shot 
himself^ leaving my dear sister penniless and 
broken-hearted. She died soon after. Poor 
thing ! I shall never forget her misery ; and 



THE GHOST. 239 

I tell you this sad tale, my darling, for the 
first time, to induce you to promise me faith- 
fully that yoa will never marry Mr. Warringp- 
ton if there is any fear of this sin clinging to 
him/' 

" I promise you, dear mamma, that I will 
not do so,'^ said Annie in a sad voice, '^ though 
you know he has never asked me to be his 
wife as yet ; but I can tell he loves me, and 
oh, mother, I love him so dearly.^' 

'' My dear Annie, let us comfort one another. 
I own I thought he would have made you 
such a good husband, and have taken care of 
you when I leave you alone in this cold world, 
and now I tremble at the escape you have 
had.'' 

So sapng, the mother and daughter entered 
their humble dwelling, hand in hand, where 
we will leave them to seek such repose as they 
could obtain, after the sad disclosures which 
had entered their unwilUng ears. 

We will now inquire a little about the 
unfortunate Mr. Warrington, who remains 
quite unconscious that his character had fallen 
below zero that evening, and that misfortunes 
were crowding around him. His father and 
mother had died early in life, leaving their 
penniless boy to the care of his uncle, Mr. 
Turner, who was a surgeon in good practice, 
and who had nobly fulfilled the trust reposed 
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in him. He had watched over the youthj sent 
him to school^ and brought him up to his own 
profession, and he had just taken him into 
partnership^ as he had passed all his examina- 
tions creditably^ and hoped that every thing 
was going on in a promising manner. Mr. 
Turner had one son^ a few years younger than 
his cousin. Good-tempered and full of fauj 
Gilbert Turner was a favourite with everybody; 
indeed, he was generally liked much better 
than the graver and more reserved Robert 
Warrington ; and all his wild pranks were put 
down to his youth and high spirits^ and if he 
was found out^ which was not often the case 
(as he was generally pretty clever in escaping 
detection)^ he always owned himself so hand- 
somely in the wrong, and made so many jokes 
against himself, that people said there was nd 
harm in him^ and forgave him easily. But 
Robert knew that he had unhappily acquired 
one bad habit among his gay friends, which, if 
it came to his father^s ears, would cause him 
the utmost misery; and this was — sad to 
relate — gambling. For a long time Robert 
himself was not aware of it. His cousin often 
borrowed money of him, which he lent him 
willingly ; but at last the sums asked for were 
so large, that it was extremely inconvenient to 
him to advance them. But he was very fond 
of Gilbert, who always brought forward such 
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specious reasons for wanting the money just 
then^ that he did not like to refuse him^ and 
he remembered that he owed all he possessed 
to the goodness of his kind uncle. Mr. Turner 
was very particular about money matters. 
Just and straightforward in all his own dealings, 
he expected others to be so too. As for cards 
and dice, he had a perfect horror of them, and 
once declared that if any one belonging to him 
ever got a liking for card-playing, he should 
never know another happy moment. At last 
Robert conceived a suspicion of the real state 
of the case. One night, as he was lying 
awake after all had gone up to bed some time, 
he heard a step creeping softly down stairs, 
and then the front door opened very gently 
and was closed again. He jumped up and 
ran to his cousin's room, which was next to 
his. The bed was unoccupied! It flashed 
through his mind that he was gone to play 
those odious cards, which had been the ruin of 
so many ; and he determined to save him if he 
could. So he dressed himself as quickly as 
possible, and let himself out of the house, as 
Gilbert had done before, and went to the 
gambling-house, where the lowest characters 
resorted, though outside nothing out of the 
common appeared. A modest lamp only 
showed the word '^ Billiards'' in small letters 
over the door. Robert (a^ Miss Parkins had 

Y 
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described) paused a minute before entering, 
and looked arouud on all sides. He should 
be ruined^ he knew, if he were seen* No one 
appeared to be within view^ so he entered. 
Inside was a red baize door. When that was 
passed, the scene was entirely changed. Gas 
flared and flamed from a large glass chandelier, 
which was suspended from the ceiling of a 
spacious hall, and lighted up the gilding and 
the gaudy colouring on all sides, as wdil as the 
dancing figures which were painted in various 
panels on the walls. It was a gilded sepul- 
chre, he thought; but he did not pause, but 
followed a waiter up a wide staircase, where 
the noise of loud voices and the rattling of 
dice^ of billiard balls, and of money, met his 
ear. The door was opened, and he stood 
within what might well be called '^a hell.^' 
As k»ig as he lived, that scene would remain 
in his memory. There, seated at various tables, 
were haggard, wild looking men, their eyes 
bloodshot with eagerness, and bearing such an 
expression of malignant cunning in their evil 
faces, aa if they would well nigh teiMT the souls 
out of their fellow creatures' bodies, for the 
sake of gold. 

Robert looked along the room, yes, at the 
farther comer sat the very person of whom he 
was in search, he appeared to have just been 
playing, and to have pushed his chair hastily 
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away from the table, his arms were leaning 
upon the back of another chair, and his face 
was buried in them, giving the idea of the 
deepest despondency; he had evidently met 
with bad lack. Robert went up to him, and 
laid his hand upon his shoulder ; Gilbert started 
and looked up with such a despairing, hopeless 
face, that it went to his cousin^s heart at once. 

'^ Robert,'' he cried, " is it possible that I 
see you ? what brings you here V* 

'' Come with me, and I will tell you,'' said 
Robert. 

His cousin readily consented, for he seemed 
sick of the place. 

'^ Are not you going to stay and- have your 
revenge ?" called out a flashy young man with 
a showy waistcoat, and a plentiful supply of 
watch-chain, who was playing cards at one of 
the tables. Gilbert shook his head. " Well, 
remember, to-morrow then," continued the 

iroung man, holding up a piece of paper, and 
aughing at him. 

Gilbert reddened, and grasped his cousin's 
arm the tighter, and as soon as they had left 
the heated stifling air, redolent with the fumes 
of spirits and tobacco, and were come into the 
cool calm atmosphere of night, he exclaimed, 

" Oh, Robert, I am utterly ruined and lost I 
I am thankful that you have found me out at 
last, for I hate that wretched place, and my- 
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selfj and all, and am glad to confess every- 
thing to yon. At first I used to win, and I 
liked the excitement^ and the fun of doing the 
thing on the sly, but soon the play became 
serious and earnest, I lost all the money I had, 
and I borrowed of you, thinking (like an idiot) 
that I should redeem what was already gone, 
and so it went on, and to-night I seemed to 
be infatuated, and to fancy that I should win 
back sufficient to pay all I owed you, sni fifty 
pounds I owed the man who held that paper 
up to me, and now that awful piece of paper is 
inscribed with my I. O. U. for fifty poands, 
and I have not one sixpence to pay either yon 
or him. I am lost, as I said before, I shall be 
the death of my dear father, and I shall die 
eternally myself/^ 

" Gilbert,^' said Robert, " I can see a way 
out of this difficulty, and I will help yon in 
the matter upon one condition, and upon one 
condition only/* 

" Name it,'' replied Gilbert, " I promise be- 
forehand to agree to it/' 

" I do not wish you to do that,'' said Ro- 
bert, ''for it is a serious matter to decide upon, 
I do ndl wish you to give your word hastily. 
If I engage that this odious man should be 
paid, and you freed from his power, will you 
assure me faithfully that you will never touch 
cards or dice again ?" 
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I do indeed most solemnly/' said Gilbert ; 
''only get me out of that man's clutches, and 
I will thank you for ever as my deliverer/' 

" Well, then/' answered Robert, " I promise 
you to tell no one of this sad affair, and to- 
morrow I will borrow fifty pounds of the bank 
to pay this man ; you cannot do it, for you are 
not of age, and besides it would be sure to 
come to your father's ears. Now we will go 
home, and turn over a new leaf for the future." 

The two cousins walked slowly home to- 
gether, where Gilbert's latch-key soon admitted 
them, and with one warm shake of the hand, 
which each felt bound them to one another for 
life, they parted, to court a short repose, before 
the early breakfast, where all were expected to 
appear, unless some very extraordinary event 
happened to prevent it. 

Robert went to the bank as soon as he 
cottld^ and told the head clerk he wished to 
borrow fifty pounds for a short time^ and that 
he would give them five per cent, interest if 
they would lend it him. The clerk looked at 
him sorrowfully^ he had known him from a 
boy, and he thought it a bad sign that he 
should begin borrowing so soon^ when he had 
so few expenses, as he lived with his uncle^ 
who provided him with everything he could 
want. Seeing the old man's hesitation, Ro- 
bert added, ''I think my uncle would ap-> 
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prove of the object for which I want this 
money.'' 

''Then why don't you ask him to lend it 
you?" said the clerk. 

''That is quite impossible/' said Bobert« 
getting very red under the old man's fixed 
look^ who however expostulated with him no 
further, but handed him the money ; and as 
he locked up Robert's acknowledgment in his 
desk, he thought to himself, " I am afraid that 
excellent Mr. Turner is deceived in this young 
man. I don't like the look of this business." 

There was another person in the bank who 
was interested in Robert's business, and that 
was Miss Snarldon; she came to change a 
five-pound note, and directly she saw the un- 
fortunate Robert, the love of investigation rose 
strong within her, and she crept up as near as 
she could, in hopes of catching a word or two 
of what was passing between him and the 
clerk. The desk at which the latter was sit- 
ting was too far ofiT, and their voices were too 
low to enable her to do this, but she could 
study their faces, and form very shrewd sus- 
picions as to the purport of their conversation. 
She saw Robert pocket some money, and di- 
rectly he went away she followed him, but 
had some difficulty in keeping him in sight, 
as he walked very fast. He had also engaged 
to pay the fifty pounds to the sharper himself. 
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that bis cousin might not meet him again^ and 
incur the danger of being inveigled into more 
gambling. 

Miss Snarldon had to pursae her prey 
through some rather questionable looking 
Btreets, narrow and dirty; at last he stopped 
before a shabby house^ and knocked at the 
door; an untidy woman answered the sum- 
monSy and he was admitted. So Miss Snarl- 
don took down the number of the house, 
and went away; she had gained all the in- 
formation she wanted at one time^ and she 
carried this at once to her ''jackal/^ Miss 
Parkins, and set her on the scent. 

Miss Parkins, in her sagacious manner, ob- 
tained most valuable additional intelligence; 
she walked straight to the house Miss Snarl- 
don had indicated to her, and asked if they 
had any lodgings to let. 

The woman replied, that if she had come 
earlier in the day, she should have answered 
her in the affirmative, as she had a gentleman 
lodging there who had not paid them for more 
than a month, and she had therefore given 
him notice to quit, but a friend of his had 
called not long ago, and given him a lot of 
money, so that he had paid her, and shown 
her a purse full of banknotes besides, there- 
fore he was safe for the present. '^ You know 
we must look sharp after these card-playing 
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gentlemen/^ she added, " for if we don't get 
their money when we can, they are off sad- 
denly, and then we may whistle for a sight of 
their silver/' 

The indefatigable Miss Parkins hastened 
back to her friend with this delightful news ; 
she was asked to remain and dine with Miss 
Snarldon upon the strength of it, and it was 
melancholy to see the well-matched pair put- 
ting their heads together, and rejoicing over 
what seemed to be the black side of a fellow- 
creature. Susan, as she waited at taUe, joined 
in their abuse of poor Robert, so that between 
them all his doom was pretty well settled, and 
it was agreed between them that the more 
public they made their discoveries, the better 
it would be for society at large. 

The two friends separated, very well pleased 
with one another, and eager to trace out fresh 
mischief. 

Meanwhile Robert was very well pleased 
with his morning's work ; he took the sharper's 
release to his cousin, who was overjoyed to be 
free of his disagreeable creditor, and promised 
his cousin most honestly that he would keep 
dear of this temptation in future. Robert was 
very glad that the time had arrived for Gilbert 
to go to college, as it would remove him firom 
his bad companions, and allow him time to 
strengthen himself in his good resolutions. 
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. One nighty however, about two days before 
Gilbert left home, as he was passing through 
the churchyard on his way to his father's 
hoQse, a large white owl suddenly rose from 
behind a tombstone, and flapping its great 
heavy wings, mounted slowly in the air. Two 
boys, who were close by, were so frightened 
that they rushed to their homes calling out, 
^'A ghost, a ghost!'' Gilbert was so much 
amused at their folly that he began to think 
whether he could not improve the occasion by 
giving them a real one; for his naturally high 
spirits had recovered their wonted buoyancy 
since his kind cousin had so unselfishly ex- 
tricated him from the serious scrape he had 
fallen into. So the following night, being a 
bright moonlight evening, he dressed himself 
up in a white smock-frock he had bought for 
the occasion, and with . a white wig on his 
head, and a large pair of spectacles on his nose 
he determined to personate the ghost of the 
late sexton, John Hodge, who had died not 
long before. He did not let his cousin into 
his secret, as he knew how strongly he set 
his face against all practical jokes. About 
ten o'clock, therefore, he slipped out of the 
back door, clad in this curious garb, his face 
whitened, and with a spade in his hand he 
stood under the dark shadow of the church to 
see who would pass by. 
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Presently came a young girl idioat fifteen^ 
who was evidently rather nervons at having to 
go through the chnrchyard at alL Here was 
a fine opportunity for Gilbert, who had only 
to show himself and lean on his spade, when 
away rushed the little maiden as fast as her 
legs could carry her, screaming at the ioip of 
her voice. 

The sound had hardly ceased, and Gilbert 
had scarcely stopped chuckling, when from 
the opposite direction came a taU lady and her 
servant following her. It was Miss Snarldon 
and her maid Susan returning from a tea- 
party. This was a glorious chance in Gilbert^s 
opinion for him to distinguish himself, so he 
crouched down behind John Hodge's tomb- 
stone, and just as the lady came near, he rose 
slowly up, the moon shining full upon his 
whito wig and face, and his great round 
spectacles. 

Miss Snarldon uttered scream upon scream, 
and her maid did the same, and when Gilbert, 
keeping on the grass, began slowly moving 
towards them, Miss Snarldon fell down in 
a fainting fit. 

Here was a predicament ; Gilbert felt that he 
had gone too far. '^ Who would have believed 
that she could be such an old fool?'' he 
thought ; however he glided back to the shadow 
of the church, and throwing off his disguise, 
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made his way round in the opposite direction 
towards Miss Snarldon, who was just re- 
eovering. 

*'Dear me/' he exclaimed, ^'what is the 
matter ? I hope you are not ill." 

^' Oh/' gasped that lady, " I have been 
dreadfully frightened by a ghost, who ran after 
me, and would have perhaps torn me to pieces 
if you had not come by, kind Mr. Gilbert ; my 
maid Susan I verily believe he has carried off." 

''Perhaps she is gone home to call for 
help," said Gilbert, who had seen Susan scamper 
away as fast as she could, leaving her mistress 
to her fate, '' but at all events let me see you 
safely from these dangers, whatever they are.'^ 

Miss Snarldon took his arm, and amused 
him with her account of the dreadful apparition 
which had risen from behind the last made 
grave, that it was very tall and white, had 
great transparent eyes, which stared horribly, 
and in its hand it carried a weapon of some 
sort, with which it certainly would have mur- 
dered her, she said, if Gilbert bad not so op- 
portunely come to her rescue. 

" How very shocking/' said Gilbert, "but I 
did not know that ghosts were capable of giv- 
ing blows." 

''Well, this one/' replied Miss Snarldon, 
" appeared a particularly strong one." 

Just then they came in sight of Susan, who 
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was loudly telling ber tale to some bt her 
neighbours whom she had collected together. 
Directly she saw her mistress she began to 
*' bless her stars^' that she saw her alive^ and 
showed her how much she had studied her 
interest in running off for assistance. *' You 
know^ ma'am/^ said she, " what could I have 
done against such a big ghost ? I ain^t used 
to them things, and most likely I should have 
made it only more angry." 

While this was going on, Gilbert contrived 
to make his escape, for he was afraid lest some 
busy person in trjring to lay this ghost might 
find his disguise which he had hidden near the 
Church. 

The next day the "ghost'* was in every- 
body's mouth, no one could talk of anything 
else. Robert heard something about it, but 
thought it only an idle tale, and when Miss 
Snarldon sent for him to come and see her, as 
she was very ill in consequence of her terror 
at the ghost, he thought her a silly old goose. 
He saw at once there was not much tfare matter 
with her health, and upon her beginning the 
history of her encounter with the ghost, he 
begged her to excuse him ; " He had already 
heard the tale seven times over, and as he was 
very busy, he must wish her good morning, 
but he would send her some medicine, and if 
she kept quiet she would soon be quite well/' 
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Miss Snarldon was deeply offended. " The 
good-for-nothings insolent, young man/' she 
said, " he little knows that I could ruin him, 
and I will too/' she added, with a gleam of 
triumph in her eyes, '^ his uncle shall hear of 
his wicked ways oefore I am much older.'' 

'' Yes, that is but right/' said Susan, " and 
if it was ever found out that the horrid ghost 
was some one dressed up to terrify folksy I 
should think he must be that bad person, or 
he would not so much dislike hearing about it." 
" If I thought that, Susan, I should think 
no word and no end Imd enough for him : we 
will watch, and I wiU get some gentlemen who 
are afraid of nothing to watch to-night, with 
good bludgeons in their hands, perhaps they 
may be able to settle this ghost, for your idea 
may be a very good one." 

This was the day for Gilbert to go to 
Oxford. He wished all ^^ Good-bye" at home, 
and drove to the railway station, which was 
soipe little way off; here he dismissed the 
carriage, and as soon as it was safely out of 
sight, he carried his portmanteau to a little 
inn near, and ordered a bed, saying that he 
was going by the early train in the morning. 
He then had some dinner, and when he thought 
it was time started to walk back to Lister, for 
he could not resist the temptation of enjoying 
one piece of mischief more in the character of 
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a ghoat. He could not expect such fun as he 
had had the last night he thought^ for the old 
maids would now be afraid of the churchyard, 
yet some people would be sure to wish to see 
If there werl any truth in the report, and 
therefore some amusement might be hoped 
for. 

The night was rather cloudy and the moon 
shone in fitful gleams, sometimes every object 
was as clear as day, and in a moment all wore 
the sombre hue of blackness. Gilbert, under 
cover of the dark shadow, slipped into his 
father^s garden, and thence into an outhouse, 
where he had placed his concealing habiliments, 
and having donned them, with spade in hand, 
he crept forth in search of adventures. 

He reached the churchyard, and placed 
himself behind poor John Hodge^s tomb, whilst 
the moon was shaded by a cloud, and when 
its rays shone forth again, he raised himself to 
look about him, when what was his surprise to 
see three men standing some little way o£f; 
they appeared not at all frightened by the 
sight of the ghost, but darting forward, sprang 
towards him. 

Gilbert felt there was nothing left for him 
but ignominious flight, for he knew they were 
not people to be scared, so he showed a swift 
pair of heels, and away they all went as fiast as 
their legs could carry them, Gilbert about 
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twaity yards in advance^ and the men in hot 
parsoit. 

Gilbert longed to throw away the spade^ 
which was much in his way, but he knew that 
if he did so it would certainly lead to his de- 
tection, so he placed it over his shoulder, 
clambered over the wall, then along the lane, 
until he was close to his father^s garden ; but 
though so near his place of refuge Gilbert felt 
that his case was hopeless, they were gaining 
upon him, his folly would be discovered, and 
what would his father and Robert say to him ? 
he could even hear the breathing of his pur- 
suers ; all seemed lost, when suddenly a friendly 
cloud veiled the bright moon, and in a second 
all was darkness: to jump over the railings of 
his father's garden was the work of a moment, 
he crept softly on hands and knees to the 
toolhouse, and had just closed the door gently 
behind him when he heard the men run quickly 
past; one of them called out, ^^I know he 
came somewhere this way, he must have gone 
to the house, if we make haste we shall have 
time to catch him before he can get in.'' 

Gilbert saw that now was an opportunity 
for him to make his escape, so tearing off his 
white wig, spectacles, and smock frock, he 
thrust them at the bottom of an old hamper 
half filled with straw and matting ; then softly 
stealing forth from his hiding place, he vaulted 
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back again over the railings^ and was soon 
running at a swift pace back to the railroad 
station^ where he took a short but much re- 
quired repose^ and the early train found him 
on his way to Oxford^ congratulating himself 
upon having got so easily out of his diffi- 
culties. 

The three men finding the doors and windows 
of the house all securely fastened^ fancied that 
their prey must have been too quick for them^ 
and have entered by some means of ingress 
which he had taken care to have ready for 
him ; they did not like to rouse the house and 
disturb Mr. Turner^ but went away very much 
annoyed at having been outwitted. 

The next morning the three wiseacres called 
upon Miss Snarldon^ and told her the result 
of their night's watching. 

Her indignation was terrible to behold. 
'* It is, then, Mr. Warrington who has been try- 
ing to frighten people to death, and to murder 
the helpless and innocent,^' said she, '^ and I 
will tell you what it is,'' she added in an awful 
whisper, " he does not do it for fun, his gloomy 
air forbids that thought, but he does it for 
business, for the hideous business of digging 
up dead bodies ; poor John Hodge died rather 
suddenly, and no one knew the immediate 
cause of his death, and this wretched young 
man has turned ^ ghool' and resurrectionist for 



THE GHOST. 267 

the pleasure of dissecting the poor old man's 
body.;* 

This dreadful supposition was received with 
a groan by all the hearers, they felt it was a 
frightful idea, and yet what was more likely 7 
They all looked at one another, no one seemed 
safe, and no dead and buried friend even was 
secure of a safe and quiet resting-place. 

Miss Snarldon put on her bonnet with 
resolution. '' Come, Miss Parkins,'^ she said, 
^' we will go to Mr. Turner at once, and tell 
him everything; it is right that his eyes should 
be opened, and that he should no longer be 
deceived in this wicked nephew of his/' 

So she and her friend went to Mr. Turner, 
and told him of all the iniquities of which she 
believed poor Mr. Warrington to have been 
guilty. 

He could hardly credit his ears; still the 
stories were told so circumstantially that he 
did not know what to think. Robert was out, 
so he could not question him then ; he, how- 
ever, cross-examined the watchmen, who had 
traced a tall figure into his very garden the 
night before, and they all agreed in thinking 
it his nephew; he knew it could not be his 
servant, as he was a short thick man, and his 
son whom he would have suspected had it 
been possible, he fancied was at that time 
safely in Oxford. So he was in great distress 
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of mind^ bat what gave him moat conoem was 
the thought of his gambling, that seemed to 
him terrible, and with a heavy heart he walked 
to the bank, and asked if it were trae that his 
nephew had borrowed some money to pay a 
debt of honour ? 

The head clerk said that he certainly had 
borrowed fifty pounds, but he did not know 
what it was for, though he feared it was for no 
good purpose, as Mr. Warrington had looked 
so confused when he expostulated with him on 
the subject. Mr. Tumep walked home very 
miserable, and meeting Robert, he asked him 
point-blank whether he had borrowed fifty 
pounds to pay a gambling debt. Poor Robert 
was quite unprepared for such a question ; he 
stammered, and at last owned that such was 
the case. His uncle sighed deeply, — ''That 
my dear sister's son should ever come to this," 
he said, '^ Oh, Robert, how you have deceived 
me, and all the time I considered you such a 
safeguard to Gilbert, and thought him so lucky 
to have such a friend/' 

Robert was cut to the heart at this, but did 
not see any way of clearing himself, unless by 
impUcating his cousin, and that he felt would 
be impossible. The ghost story he treated as 
a joke, but though he made light of it, other 
people did not, and a regular clamour arose 
against him. Directly he appeared out of 
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doors^ boys were in waiting, who called out 
after him, " Who's a resurrectionist 1" '' Who 
dug up John Hodge V ^* Where do you keep 
your dead bodies V* and such Uke; and when 
it became dusk, and they could escape detec- 
tion, they even went so far as to pelt him with 
mud and small stones. Poor Robert was very 
miserable ; he felt that his uncle was changed 
towards him, and had no longer the same con- 
fidence in him. Mrs. Grove looked coldly 
upon him ; Annie was obliged to keep her bed, 
for these sad events had given her such a shock 
that she was quite ill ; so Bobert could not see 
how she mourned and grieved over his misfor- 
tunes. The old and respectable inhabitants of 
the place thought the matter a very grave one, 
and advised the clergyman to give way to the 
popular outcry so far as to have the coffin of 
the poor old sexton exhumed, that all might 
see that no tricks had been played with it. 
This was accordingly done : but it was a horrid 
sight; the body was there certainly, but either 
in lowering the coffin into the grave, or in tak- 
ing it up again, the corpse had been shaken so 
that it was bent on one side, and a shocking 
object. The respectable part of those who had 
witnessed this terrible exhibition were con- 
vinced that poor old John had not been tam- 
pered with; but the ignorant people fancied 
from the position in which the body was found. 
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that it had the appearance of having been 
taken out, and put hastily back again, and 
therefore the popular fury against Robert was 
greater than ever; no one would let him enter 
his or her door, and stifled hisses and groans 
followed him wherever he went. One day his 
uncle took him aside and showed him a letter 
he had received from the captain of a merchant 
vessel, asking him if he could recommend him 
a surgeon to take on board his ship ; he was 
going to China, and expected to be absent about 
a year. Mr. Turner asked his nephew whe- 
ther he would be inclined to accept this post ; 
it might be a good plan to give people's minds 
time to cool, for that probably by the end of 
the year these reports might be blown over. 

Robert gladly agreed to his uncle's proposal; 
he felt that Lister was no place for him just 
now, and he should be glad to leave it, for 
even Annie seemed against him. He had a 
very short time to make his preparations, bat 
he called upon Mrs. Grove before he went, and 
she was very thankful that her daughter was 
not downstairs, for when she looked upon hia 
sad face, and thought how fond she used to be 
of him, she could hardly help forgiving him 
everything, and bidding him be happy. She 
knew that at that melancholy parting poor 
Annie's loving heart would have melted en- 
tirely in his favour; she, however, steeled her- 
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self by the remembrance of her sister's fate, 
who bad married a gamester, and bade Robert 
farewell with good wishes only. Meanwhile 
Gilbert went on very well at college ; he kept 
his promise faithfully that he made to his 
cousin of never touching a card, and passed his 
first examination creditably. His letters from 
home being only from gentlemen, contained no 
gossiping news ; he heard generally that Ro- 
bert was appointed as surgeon to a ship bound 
for China, which rather surprised him, but he 
thought him a very lucky dog, to see so much 
of the world : therefore, when he returned to 
Lister at the vacation, and found how low poor 
Robert had sunk in the estimation of every 
one, and saw that it was entirely owing to his 
own sins and frolics, he was dreadfullv shocked, 
and at once confessed everything to his father. 
He showed him how his cousin's kindness and 
generosity had rescued him from a life of ruin, 
and took his foolish disguise from its hiding 
place, and carried it to Miss Snarldon, and 
Robert's other traducers, that he might con- 
vince them of his cousin's entire innocence, 
and that he alone was the guilty party. 

To do Miss Snarldon and Miss Parkins jus- 
tice, they were very sorry when they found 
they had slandered the character of a really 
excellent young man ; they had been the means 
of banishing him from his native land, and de- 
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priving him of his friends and his good name, 
while all the time it appeared that he had been 
sacrificing himself for the good of his cousin. 
It was a lesson to them all the rest of their 
lives^ not to give hasty unkind judgments^ lest 
they should fall into the sin of bearing false 
witness against their neighbour. Annie's joy 
can be imagined at finding her lover restored 
to her mother's good opinion^ and to that place 
in her own hearty from which indeed he could 
hardly be said to have been expelled. Her 
health was soon re-established, and the only 
thii^g left to be desired, was that the year of 
banishment should fly away as quickly as 
possible. 

It was curious to observe the instability of 
the estimation of the world ; as soon as Gilbert 
had given the tarn to the tide of popular opi- 
nion it rushed like a violent flood in the oppo- 
site direction, and as, before, no execration 
could be too outrageous for poor Robert, so 
now, no words could be sufficiently strong to 
express their admiration for him. And when 
at the end of the year he returned rather 
browner, but all the better for his travels, the 
people assembled in crowds to welcome him 
home again, and there was a sort of ovation in 
his honour. But what he valued the most, was 
the warm pressure of his uncle's hand, and his 
glistening eyes fixed upon him with love and 
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gratitude; and as he turned to his cousin's 
penitent hamble face^ he said, ** Such a return 
as this is worth ten years of banishment/' A 
happier trio seldom passed an evening toge- 
ther^ and in a short time a joyful wedding took 
place, when everybody vied with each other as 
to who should show most honour to the young 
couple. It is even rumoored that Miss Snarl- 
don's stupendous piece of knitting is to be 
presented to Mr. and Mrs. Warrington for 
their new house ; but this requires confirma- 
tion. 

** By our own niggard rule we try 
The hope to sapplianti giyen : 
We mete out loye, as if our eye 
Saw to the end of heayen.*' 
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Cnrtft Ciiininanllinint. 



' ' See here the trait of in 

Of wnrldlj loufcingi to be wise, 
Of pusion dwelling on forbtdden nreeU. 

T« Uwle» glBncei freely rOTB ; 

Ruin below, lod wntb sboTS, 
Am >U tbat now the wildeiiDg fancf meet*." 

pK. Nugent was justly considered the 
great man of the town of Staple- 
ton. He drove the best appointed 
equipage in the place, and bis 
fine-stepping, long-tailed grey horses, were a 
picture of symmetry and beauty, as they stood 
in their silver- mounted harness before the 
door, waiting until the bank hours were over, 
for tJie wealthy banker to take his drive. Mr. 
Nagent's house was a large and loily mansion 
on the outskirts of the town. It was snr- 
roanded by a pleasant lawn and shrubbery, 
and enclosed by a few acres of pasture land, 
which it was the owner's ambition to convert 
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into a park — this being, in his opinion^ the 
only thing wanting to render his domain 
perfect, and equal to the estate of Sir Henry 
Cunningham in the next parish. Mr. Nugent's 
grounds sloped very prettily to the margin of 
a winding river; but just before his windows^ 
half-way down to the water's edge, stood a 
small house, which in his opinion spoilt the 
view entirely. It had a belt of trees round it, 
so that it was not a very prominent object, or 
very visible from his premises ; but still Mr. 
Nugent felt that there it was, and he could 
never forget or forgive iL It was a constant 
eyesore to him, and a constant annoyance, and 
he heartily wished that the earth would open 
her mouth and swallow it up. 

This little dwelling belonged to Captain 
Clayton, an old retired naval officer, and Mr. 
Nugent had frequently offered him incredible 
sums, to tempt him to sell it, but without 
success. It had been in the possession of the 
Captain's &mily for many generations; he 
had been bom there himself, and had never 
left it, excepting when he went to sea ; so that 
he loved his home only second to his daughter, 
and it was endeared to him by a thousand 
pleasing and affecting recollections. Captain 
Clayton lost his wife early in life, which was a 
dreadful grief to him. He was left with a son 
and daughter, and he gave up his ship and his 
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old sea life^ to watch over them^ and jog on 
upon his half pay. This he found a difficalt 
matter^ as he had not much idea of manage- 
ment and economy. His daughter Ellen soon 
became a great help to him in this respect^ 
and at the age of fifteen she proved herself 
such a clever little housekeeper, that Captain 
Clayton gladly gave up the reins into her 
hands, and with her management be was able 
to send his son to school. Arthur was two 
years younger than Ellen. He was a high- 
spirited boy, full of mischief, hating books, 
and spoiled by his sister and by their only 
servant, old Hester, who had lived in the 
family ever since Captain Clayton married. 
She ruled Miss Ellen unmercifully, but gave 
Master Arthur his own way in every thing. 
The consequence of all this unwise indulgence 
at home was, that Arthur found the restraint 
of school very irksome to him. Lessons were 
a constant trouble, and the first time he re- 
ceived the flogging which he richly deserved, 
he managed to make his escape from school, 
and run away home. Here a grand battle 
took place between himself and his father. 
Captain Clayton declared that he should take 
his son back to school the first thing in the 
morning, and Arthur as firmly vociferated 
that nothing should induce him to return to 
such a disagreeable place, and where they had 
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treated him so harshly. He would rather 
leave home for ever than go. Both father and 
4Son were of peppery natures^ and the alterca* 
tion ended in Captain Clayton giving Arthur 
a second floggings and locking him up in 
his bedroom to be ready for the next day. 
Ellen gave way to a flood of tears on the 
occasion^ and Hester thought her master the 
most cruel father who had ever lived. 

When he was safely shut in the drawing* 
room and having his tea^ Hester could not 
resist the temptation of going to see how her 
darling boy was. The door of his room was 
locked^ and the key taken away; but they 
held a conversation in low tones through the 
keyhole^ and he so worked upon her feelings^ 
and represented such a dreadful series of 
events as happening from his remaining to 
face his father's anger^ that she agreed at last 
to help him to get away for a short time^ that 
he might conceal himself somewhere near^ 
until his father's wrath was softened, and he 
could make terms of peace. So when the 
house was quiet, and her master fast asleep, 
she crept into his bedroom, and taking the 
key of which she was in search quietly from 
his dressing-table, she proceeded with it to 
Arthur's place of confinement. Here she weU 
oiled the lock, and gently putting in the key 
she turned it easily, and merely beckoning 
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with her finger to Arthur^ who was anxiously 
expecting her approach, she led the way to the 
back door^ which she had already opened. 
Here she pressed a sovereign into bis band, 
this being all the money sbe could scrape 
together, and giving him a basket well filled 
with eatables, she whispered, " God bless you \" 
and quickly closing the door after him, she 
slipped the key of his room back again where 
she had found it, and returned to bed with a 
palpitating heart, for she knew that her master 
slept very lightly, and if he had discovered her 
treachery, he would never have forgiven her. 

The next morning, when Captain Clayton 
unlocked the door of his son^s room, to bis 
astonishment the bird was flown. He examined 
every part : there was no chimney : the win- 
dow was high from the ground, a^d moreover 
was fastened. It seemed impossible he could 
have made his escape, and yet it was so. His 
daughter and Hester both expressed great 
surprise; but Ellen could not, and his old 
servant chose not to throw any light upon the 
subject. So Captain Clayton made up his 
mind that Arthur must have found a key, by 
which he could let himself out. He inquired 
of everybody if they had seen him, but un- 
successfully ; and day after day passed, and 
still there was no news of the runaway. Ellen 
and Hester fretted, and grew anxious and 
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unhappyi and Captain Clayton became pale 
and grave; bat Arthur never appeared^ nor 
was one word beard of htm. It was now an 
old story. Six years had passed, and all 
believed him to be dead, excepting old Hester. 
She always said, ** Mark my words, he will 
come back again to cheer my poor heart ; I 
shall see him yet before I die.^' She confessed 
to Ellen all that had passed during the night 
he disappeared from home; and her sorrow 
for having interfered with his father^s punish- 
ment was so sincere, that Ellen forgave her, 
and loved her as much as ever. She never 
told Captain Clayton of Hester's delinquency, 
for she knew he would find it a hard matter to 
look over it. 

It is a bright summer morning in June. 
A white-haired, cheerful-looking old gentle- 
man, with a sparkle of fire still remaining in 
his eye, sits at a simple breakfast with his 
daughter; and the merry, yet soft music of 
her laugh, charms the ear, just as we look in 
upon them. Let us listen to what she is say- 
ing, as there seem to be no secrets going on. 

'^ Oh, you dear foolish old papa, I am in- 
clined to be offended with you, for thinking I 
cannot make a dress every bit as well as Miss 
Snipp, of Burford. I assure you I consider 
myself a very superior milliner.'' 

"Well, my dear,'' said the old man, "I 
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'alwa3nB think you look very iiice^ but I do not 
like you to be called a dowdy /^ 

*' It was only the Miss Smiths who said so^ 
papa^ and who cares what they say V^ 

''Who, indeed!^' echoed a good-looking 
young man, peeping in at the open window. 

Ellen turned round quickly and coloured 
deeply, as her eyes met those of Alfred Nugent, 
the rich banker's only son. He entered through 
the window, and apologized for his unceremo- 
nious intrusion, saying that he had brought a 
few of the first strawberries that were ripe, 
being very proud of having been able to find 
them for once before Captain Clayton, who 
was celebrated for the early productions of his 
garden. 

** I was not so improper as to listen to your 
conversation,^' he added; ^^but I heard the 
value of the Miss Smiths' opinion called in 
question as I drew near. I quite agree to the 
sentiment, but I confess myself very curious 
to know what called it forth.'' 

*' It was only that poor Ellen was called a 
* dowdy,'" replied Captain Clayton, "and I 
wanted her to have a dress made for once of 
some fashionable person, that she might look 
amart for Mrs. Firman's party next week." 

" Don't think of it. Captain Clayton," said 
Alfred Nugent. '' Should you like to see your 
daughter in a dress eighteen feet wide, waving 
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all round with a dozen flounces^ looped up 
every few inches with festoons of ribbons and 
flowers V 

The old man looked at Ellen in her fresh, 
simple attire, so becoming and so appropriate 
to one who was not above helping their one 
servant in her house duties^ and making her- 
self useful as well as ornamental. 

*' You cannot make a fine lady of me^ p&pa/' 
she exclaimed, smiling at Captain Clayton; 
*' so it is of no use to try. You most even 
take me as I am, a homely body/' 

Alfred gazed at her admiringly. '^ She is 
the sweetest creature that ever lived,'' he 
thought. " I hope you will enjoy your party 
at Mrs. Firman's/' he uttered luoud ; " but 
unfortunately I cannot ask you to dance with 
me, as I shall not be here then. I came early 
to-day, to wish you good-bye before I started, 
for I am going unexpectedly to Russia.'' 

" To Russia 1" echoed both his hearers. 

"Yes," he replied, "it is upon some busi- 
ness connected with the bank, and being rather 
important I am to be intrusted with it." 

" When shall you return ?" Ellen ventured 
to ask. 

" In less than two months I hope," he re- 
plied. "You may be sure I shall not stay 
away longer than I can help, and I trust I 
shall find you both as well, and as comfortable 
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on my retam, as I leare yoa now/' he added, 
shaking hands with them affectionately. 

Ah ! he little thought that one of those 
bright faces he should never see again, and 
that ere he came back to those familiar scenes, 
that cheerful home, the abode of so much 
happiness, would be entirely swept away. 

Just before he started Captain Clayton 
said, " I do not like to detain you, but I 
want to ask if you consider the KiUerton raiU 
road safe, as an investment of capital ; for I 
have just had my money paid in, which had 
been laid out in a mortgage, and if as they 
tell me this line be sound, I shall get seven 
per cent, for my little fortune, and Ellen and 
I will be rich as Croesus V' 

Alfred said he did not like to advise him 
in this grave matter, and asked him to consult 
his father, who was so much more competent 
to give him correct information than he could 
pretend to be. 

Captain Clayton answered, that he hardly 
liked to go to him, for he had again just refused 
to sell him his house and garden, so he was 
afraid he was not in his best books. 

"You know,*' he said, "that I love this 
little place so much, that I think it would 
break my heart to part with it/' 

'^Of course it would,'' answered Alfred, 
warmly. " My father cannot really wish you 
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to leave your pleasant house. However^ do ask 
his advice about this business, he will be sore 
to give you sound counsel/' 

Accordingly, as soon as the old Captain had 
opened his hotbed, shaded his blooming tulips 
from the sun, examined his weather-gauge and 
thermometer, and watered the plants under 
the verandah, he went to the bank, and was 
shown into Mr. Nugent's presence. He en- 
tered at once into the business upon which he 
wished to consult him. 

*' I thought you would kindly give me ad- 
vice, upon what is to me of very serious mo- 
ment,'' he said, " for this money is all the for- 
tune I have to leave to my daughter; and 
though obtaining seven per cent, for this sum, 
would make a pleasant addition to our in- 
come, I should of course be very sorry to risk 
the principal, if there was really any fear of 
my losing it, and leaving my poor Ellen pen- 
niless.' ' 

A strange expression crossed the banker's 
face, and he paused a second before answer- 
ing. During that second a fearful conflict of 
good and evil raged in his breast. It was 
curious that he had then in his pocket a letter 
from a person he could depend upon, pri- 
vately warning him against these very shares, 
and recommending him if he possessed any to 
sell them if possible without delay, even though 
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it were at a tremendous sacrifice ; for the com- 
pany proved to be all moonshine^ and in a 
few days there would be a great crash^ and the 
end would be bankruptcy. 

Mr. Nugent soon disposed of the few shares 
he had^ and thought no more upon the sub- 
ject until now ; and now the Tempter put into 
his hearty would it not be as well for him to 
allow Captain Clayton to spend his money in 
this speculation^ as then^ when his fortune 
was gone he must needs part with his house ? 
it was a terrible moment. 

When it was passed, Mr. Nugent said calmly^ 

** Why should you not purchase these shares. 
Captain Clayton? Railroads in these days 
answer very well, and that this line is able to 
pay so much as seven per cent, is a sign that it 
succeeds, and is in a prosperous state.^' 

So the old Captain left the bank with a 
cheerful heart, and at once laid out all his lit- 
tie fortune in the purchase of shares in the 
Killerton railway; and that evening he and 
his daughter made themselves very merry in 
considering what wonderful things they should 
ao with this addition to their income. Cap- 
tain Clayton was to get a new mowing ma- 
chine, and Ellen was to have a dress made 
by Miss Snipp; and, above al|, Hester was 
to have her wages raised. Meanwhile Mr. 
Nugent went home with rather a troubled 



276 THE WARM BBCEPTION. 

conscienee ; but as his praocing horses dashed 
his carriage along the smooth drive tiiat led 
through his grounds to the grand and stately 
house^ and Captain Glayton^s modest little 
dwelling peeped provokingly at him through 
the trees^ he felt a throb of exultation at the 
thought, that the one blot upon his fair do- 
main, that intrusive annoyance would soon be 
removed. 

Mr. Nugent had the letter that told so 
plainly against him still in his pockety and 
directly he reached his house he locked it up 
carefully^ resolving to bum it the first oppor- 
tunity. He did not venture to merely tear it 
in pieces for fear of some one finding the bits, 
and putting them together again. Some 
friends were waiting to see him, so he showed 
them over his elegant garden, and his vinery 
and hothouses, and was pleased with their ad- 
miration and praise; and afterwards he sat 
down to his rechercM dinner with good spi- 
rits and a good appetite, althou^ he had that 
very day doomed a poor man to ruin and miseiy 
to satisfy his own covetousness. 

About a week after this Ellen had washed 
the breakfast things and put them away, which 
employment she always took upon herself, and 
was just returning from the garden with her 
apron full of flowers, which she was intending 
to arrange in the vases, when she started in 
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horror I What dark object was that on the 
floor of the room f Alas ! alas ! it was her 
belored father ! He had fallen from his chair, 
with his face to the ground, and an open letter 
clutched in his hand. 

Ellen screamed out for Hester, and the two 
together managed to raise him from the ground, 
and carry him as far as the sofa. There they 
bathed his face and hands, and untied his 
necktie, and tried to get a little brandy be- 
tween his lips, but to no purpose, he remained 
lifeless and insensible. 

Ellen turned her blanched face towards Hes- 
ter. '' What shall we do ?" she whispered. 

'^ Don't you be frightened^ Miss Ellen,'' she 
said, '^ it is nothing but a fEunting fit ; but 
I will run for the doctor, he will tell us what 
is the matter, and put us in the right way for 
being of use.'' 

So Ellen was left alone with her poor father. 
He lay so motionless that she almost feared 
the stillness must be death. She knelt down, 
and with clasped hands she prayed earnestly 
that God would spare her dear parent to her, 
the last friend she had left her upon earth. 

When the doctor came, she was enabled to 
rise up very calm, and ready to do all he re- 
quired of her. He looked very grave when he 
felt Captain Clayton's pulse, and said he must 
not be moved from where they had placed him« 

B B 
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He had recoane to bleeding, and at last the 
poor old man was lonsed to a sort of stupor, 
bat appeared still quite unconscious. The doc- 
tor asked if he had received any bad news 
that morning, or done anything to excite him ? 
And Ellen remembered the letter, which had 
fallen from his hand, when they raised him 
from the ground. She looked at it ; it con- 
tained the startling intelligence that the Kil- 
lerton railway was declared bankrupt. Not 
only were her father's shares worth nothing, 
but as a shareholder he was answerable for 
the debts of the company. She showed this 
to the doctor, and her lip quivered with agony. 

^' That qaite accounts for this seizare,'^ he 
said ; '^ but I am very sorry for you, my dear 
young lady.'' 

Ellen shook her head slowly; she could not 
enter even upon the subject of the utter ruin 
of her little fortune, while her father's expres- 
sionless features remained before her, so still 
and calm, the only sign of life being the deep 
breath coming at slow intervals. Captain 
Clayton continued in much the same state for 
foar days ; his daughter hardly left him night 
or day, hoping for a look or sign to show that 
he recognised her, but he was perfectly uncon- 
scious; he swallowed with difficulty the resto- 
ratives that were poured between his lips, and 
that was all. Towards the close of the fourth 
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day Ellen was watching by his couch as usual, 
for they had not ventured to move him from 
where he had been first placed, when being 
worn out with fatigue she fell asleep, and her 
head drooped forward on her father^s pillow; 
how long she so remained she did not know, 
but when she awoke she saw with a start of 
joyful surprise, that his eyes were open and 
fixed upon her face with his old loving look. 
She could not speak the first moment, but she 
took his hand, and felt him gently press hers ; 
she perceived he wanted to say something to 
her, but she induced him first to swallow a 
little wine ; then slowly, and with the greatest 
difficulty in articulating each word, Ellen, by 
straining her attention to the utmost, managed 
to understand what he tried so hard to express. 

'' My darling/' he gasped, " my poor lonely 
darling, I leave you a penniless orphan, but 
the Lord will be your friend. He will provide 
for you. Do you trust in Him, my dear 
daughter V^ he asked, looking at her sorrowful 
face. 

'' I do, dear papa : indeed I do,'' she an- 
swered, while the tears flowed down her cheeks. 

'' Have faith in God," he said again ; " He 
will take care of you ; I do not see how it will 
be, but I feel that He will support you." Here 
Captain Clayton paused, though his lips moved, 
as if he was praying inwardly. Ellen did not 
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venture to move; she saw with awe, and grief 
unspeakable, that her loved parent was drawing 
very near to '^the valley of the shadow of 
death/' 

Pres^itly he continued, resting his hand 
upon her bowed head, '^ I give you all I have, 
dear child^ and that is my blessing : may (}od 
bless you;'' this he uttered quite distinctly; 
and very faintly he added, '^ and your brother." 
Then the most beautiful smile Ellen had ever 
seen, passed over his features, and all was still ; 
there was no laboured breath, nor struggle for 
life, his happy spirit had flown to his Say iguk's 
arms, while the now useless body must remain 
below, until at the command of its Maker, it 
will arise from its narrow resting place, glori- 
fied and immortal, and fitted to join the blesaed 
company of angels, and of good men made 
perfect, who stand round about the throne on 
high, singing, " Alleluia ! for the Lord Gk)D 
omnipotent reigneth." A short time after- 
wards Hester entered the room and found Ellen 
fallen forward^ with her face resting upon her 
poor father's cold hand; the excitement and 
grief had been too much for her, and she had 
fainted. Hester saw what had happened, she 
called in a kind neighbour, and with her help, 
she carried her young lady up stairs and placed 
her in bed, but it was some time before she re- 
gained her consciousness, and she was quite 



THE WABM BECEPTIQN. 281 

ill for several days ; at the end of that time she 
roused herself^ and to the surprise of all her 
friends she signified her intention of attending 
her father's funeral ; they tried to dissuade her 
from the attempt^ but to no purpose, she re- 
mained firm, and said she should be much 
more miserable not to go. It was a touching 
sight to see the poor orphaned girl in her deep 
mourning come forth from her old home, to be 
hers so short a time longer, and attended only 
by her faithful servant, follow her last remain- 
ing parent to the grave. Waiting outside the 
house were a great many neighbours, all dressed 
in black, who fell in with the sad procession, 
and paid their last tribute of respect to the 
good old man, whom everybody loved, and who 
had been ready to help all those who were in 
want, to the utmost of his power. 

After the funeral Ellen did not give way to 
her sorrow, but set herself earnestly to work 
to settle her father's afiairs ; she saw at once 
that her dear home must be given up, so when 
Mr. Nugent's lawyer came and offered her 
favourable terms for it, she accepted them at 
once. Mr. Nugent did not appear himself in 
the matter, he could not have borne to face 
the poor desolate orphan; and to do him jus- 
tice, he was shocked at the turn events had 
taken, for he did not wish to have been the 
cause of the death of the old Captain. How- 

B b2 
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ever, having obtained the plot of ground he 
coveted^ he gloried in having done so, and took 
possession of it, giving orders for the hoase to 
be levelled to the groand with all speed. Ellen 
paid all her father's creditors, as far as was in 
her power, and resisted Hester^s entreaties that 
she should live with her upon her savings, and 
she then found that nothing remained for her 
but to become a governess. She had received 
a very good sound education from Captain 
Clayton; her musical talents were above the 
common, and her character was so much liked 
and respected that she obtained a situation at 
once in the town of Stapleton, and had the 
charge of Mrs. Moberly^s two little girls. 

People pitied her pale sad face when they 
met her, or saw her at church, and they fancied 
that besides the death of her father, the cause 
for her deep grief must be, that her old home 
was being rased to the ground as fast as the 
workmen could undermine its foundati<ms; 
this was a great trial to her no doubt, but the 
overwhelming sorrow was the conviction that 
she had now placed an insuperable obstacle to 
a union between herself and Alfred Nugent. 
Before this dreadful crash came she saw no 
«ucli wonderful disparity in the marriage of 
herself with the son of the banker; he was a 
rich man no doubt, but then her family was a 
higher one than his, and if they both loved 
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one another the disproportion in worldly wealth 
was Dot^ in her opinion, anything to cavil at* 
Bat now it was d^erent; when she saw Mr. 
Nugent standing tall and stately in his grand 
pew at chnrch, and thought of herself, without 
a home, without a sixpence, excqiting those 
she earned, a poor governess, depending upon 
the favour and whims of her employers ; she 
felt that times were altered, and that it behoved 
her to tear Alfred from her heart, and to devote 
her life to her God and her duties. The re- 
membrance of her father^s last words was a 
great support to her ; she endeavoured to walk 
in faith, taking only one step at a time, which 
she knew to be right, and then, trusting all to 
the mercy of. her Savioub, Who she knew 
cared for her ; if she ' was not happy, she was 
calm and resigned, for ''God ..keeps those in 
perfect peace whose minds ar& stayed on Him/' 
Mr. Nugent was taking a last survey of his 
grounds before he went in the house to dress 
for dinner, which was put off until seven o'clock 
to*day, as he expected, his son home, who had 
accomplished the business that took him to 
Bussia, in a satisfactory manner, though, as is 
generally the case, it had taken twice the time 
he expected. The daylight had faded away 
some time, but a. bright October moon looked 
down with a dear placid face upon the fair 
scene; veiy fair Mr. Nugent thought it was, 
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and now he reflected with pride all was his 
own ; that which he had struggled for so long 
was accomplished; the poor old Captain's 
house was swept away^ its very site was con- 
cealed by fresh turf, which also covered over 
what had formerly been the dainty garden, so 
carefully tended by Ellen and her father. Tes^ 
the whole distance, as far as the river, which 
looked so lovely, winding like a silver thread 
in the flood of moonlight, was at last his own 
possession. 

Mr. Nugent thought with triumphant glad- 
ness his place might properly be called a park; 
" Stapleton Park '^ would sound well, he should 
consult his son upon the subject, the heir to 
this fine property. By the by, Alfred used to 
have a fancy for Miss Clayton, he must talk 
him out of that, it would never do for the heir 
of Stapleton Park to marry a poor governess ; 
what a pity it was that Captain Clayton did 
not live, and retire to some out-of-the-way 
part of the country with his daughter, it would 
have saved all trouble ; but the banker finished 
his reflections by remarking that we do not get 
every thing just as we like in this world. 

He then went into the house, and made 
himself very spruce to receive his son; he 
waited for him in the library, where a cheerful 
fire was blazing; the dock struck seven, the 
punctual man of business began to be anzioosi 
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when there was a cranchiDg sound of wheels 
on the gravel ; he went into the hall, the en- 
trance door was already thrown open, and the 
father and son were soon shaking hands 
heartily. 

Alfred was looking all the better for his 
foar months of trayel, he was in good spirits 
on his return home, and seemed full^of life and 
animation, his father might well be proud as 
wdl as fond of him. He will be a fit suc- 
cessor to this fine estate, was eontinually in 
Mr. Nugent's mind, as he sat opposite to him 
at the table. 

After dinner Mr. Nugent and Alfred went 
back to the library to have a cosy chat together; 
Jast as they were parting for the night, Alfred 
asked after the family who had been on the tip 
of his tongue all the evening, but a sort of 
shyness had held back their names. 

'^ I hope old Captain Clayton is well, father 7 
it was curious that I looked for his house as I 
came along, and somehow in the uncertain 
moonlight I suppose, I missed seeing it.'' 

''That is not to be wondered at, for I have 
pulled it down,'' answered Mr. Nugent, then 
seeing the start of horror and indignation exf 
pressed in his son's face, he added hastily, " the 
truth is, the poor man died, and his affairs 
were found to be in a very involved state, so I 
bought his house^ giving a good sum for it." 
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Alfred groaned^ he seemed like one stunned 
with the sad news^ *^ And his daughter/' he 
gasped out, " where is she ? oh, father^ I love 
her with aU my heart/' 

^'I believe she is governess to some one/' 
said Mr. Nugent, *^ but we will talk of this 
another time, it is late now, and I am sure you 
must be tired/' 

"Wait one moment," said Alfred, "did 
Captain Clayton come to you the day I left 
home, to ask your advice about purchasing 
some shares in the Killerton Railway V 

" I believe he did, as far as I remember," 
replied Mr. Nugent, taken aback at this sud- 
den question. 

" And acting upon your counsel, he bought 
them, and was ruined. Oh, my father, is this 
possible f " asked Alfred, his voice trembling 
with agony. 

"How was I to know that the company 
were on the verge of bankruptcy 7" said Mr. 
Nugent. 

"Yet you got rid of your own shares," 
remarked his son; "did not Mr. West give 
you intelligence of the danger of having any 
thing to do with that railroad ? he was one of 
the directors, and being a friend of yours, did 
he not give you a hint to withdraw your own 
money ?" 

Mr. Nugent felt his face blanch, he was 
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driven to desperation^ he dared not own the 
tmth^ so he blurted out a falsehood. '^ No^ of 
coarse not, or else I should have mentioned it/' 

He saw that his son hardly believed him, 
and he knew himself to be suspected, so as 
soon as Alfred was gone sorrowfully to bed, he 
determined to look for the dreadful letter from 
Mr. West, which told so plainly against him, 
and burn it without loss of time; he had for- 
gotten it lately, but if it was ever seen by any 
one, he could never lift up his head again in 
Stapleton. He therefore searched long and 
carefully, but he could not find it anywhere, 
he had put it away in such a secret place, that 
he could not even discover it himself; he knew 
it was somewhere in that room, so he turned 
out every drawer in the book-case, he emptied 
the piles of papers from his escritoir and ex- 
amined them one by one ; the clock struck two 
while he was thus engaged, he was very tired, 
but he was determined not to rest until he had 
found it. At last slipped in between two 
other letters it came to light, — ^he first burnt 
the envelope in the candle, as the fire was gone 
out, and then tore the letter into pieces, and 
burnt the fragments, and directly afterwards 
went to bed with a feeling of relief that this 
witness could not appear against him, and he 
slept soundly. 

But we will now have a look at Ellen Clay- 
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tODi wbo oould not sleep th^ night ; the knew 
from the gossip of the place that Alfred was 
to return home that evening; her head was fiill 
of what he wonld say when he heard of her 
poor father^s death, and her fallen circum- 
stances, but she resolved that she ought not to 
think any more about him, and tried to be- 
lieve that he was nothing to her. At last she 
was so restless, that she got out of bed, and 
looked into the night, — what does she see ! in 
the direction of Mr. Nngent^s house was a 
frightful glare, the whole heaven was glowing 
with it,-*-there must be a terrible fire not far 
off. She does not hesitate a minute, she 
dashes on some clothes^ and with a large 
shawl wrapped round her, she quietly lets her- 
self out of the front door^ which closes with a 
spring after her, and she is soon running fast 
towards Mr. Nngent's house ; on the road she 
overtakes a young man who is walking leisurely 
along in the same direction, she paused for a 
second to take breath. 

"Are you going to the fire?^' the young 
man said. "I was afraid at first it was at 
Captain Glayton^s ; but the people assure me 
it is Mr. Nugent's house that is on fire, so I 
don't care so much.'' 

"Captain Clayton's house is no more," 
Ellen felt compelled to say ; " so the fire must 
be at Mr. Nugent's." 
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'* Captain Clayton^s house gone I" echoed 
the young man. ''And where^ pray tell me^ 
is the poor old man and his daughter V 

** Alas, he is dead P' said Ellen. 

''Dead I" exclaimed the young man ; " and 
shall I never see him again? never ask his 
forgiveness for my petulance, and for staying 
away from him all these years V 

" Who are you ? SpeiJc/' said Ellen, stand- 
ing still, and facing him, while a trembling fit 
shook her from head to foot. 

" I am his son Arthur,'^ he almost sobbed. 
'' At first I ran away and enlisted as a sailor, 
and then I had a bad fever, and was left behind 
in Africa, for they thought I must die ; but I 
recovered, and I determined not to return to 
England until I had made a fortune to support 
my father and sister; and I was a good shot, 
and traded in skins and elephants^ tusks, and 
saved and scraped a little money together, and 
now it is too late, my poor father I Oh ! I 
am rightly punished for my unruly disobe- 
dience.'* 

Ellen had listened to him without the power 
of speaking, scanning each well-remembered 
feature. Now she could contain herself no 
longer. She opened her arms wide. " Arthur,' - 
she cried, " my dear, long lost brother, have 
you returned to me at last V 

And such a happy meeting ensued as baffles 

c c 
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description. We will leave the brother and 
sister for a short time^ to inquire how Mr. 
Nugent and his son fared during this awful 
fire. 

Mr. Nugent awoke up with a horrible feeling 
of suffocation. He opened his eyes^ a strong 
glare came from under his door^ and he heard 
the hissing, crackling sound of fire close to 
him. With the instinct of self-preservation 
he jumped out of bed, and throwing a blanket 
round him, opened his door. The stairs were 
one blaze of light — ^flames darting through 
the mahogany banisters, and shooting up from 
beneath. He rushed in the midst of them, 
and arrived with bare and blistered feet at the 
bottom of the stairs. They crashed and fell 
into burning fragments almost as he descended 
them. Here he scented the fresh open air, 
and heard voices calling and vociferating. He 
blindly followed the sound through tongues of 
flame and volumes of stifling smoke, and 
found himself in the garden amidst a crowd of 
people^ who seemed very excited^ but did not 
appear to know what to do. The servants 
were all there, but where was his son f He 
called, he screamed " Alfred, Alfred,'' but no 
voice answered him. The flames now darted 
out of the windows, and seemed hungry and 
eager to lick up his son's blood. 

'' I will give ten thousand pounds to anyone 
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who will scale that third window to the right/' 
med Mr. Nagent; but no one answered 
him* 

The flames were flaring underneath^ and 
though money was dear to all^ li?es were 
dearcfj and no one liked to run such a risk. 
Yes, surely there is hope. Two men come 
running up with a ladder. They place it 
against the burning house, and under that 
dosed window. Alas I alas! it is not long 
enough ; it wants ten more feet to reach that 
window^ within which his only child is stifling 
in that dense smoke. 

Mr. Nugent groaned aloud, '^ I have mur- 
dered my son I'^ he shrieked, " I set fire to 
the house with burning the papers that con- 
demned me, and now my covetousness has 
destroyed him. It is a just punishment;^' 
He covered his face with his hands : he could 
not endure to see the roof fall in, and bury in 
its hideous ruin his beloved and only son. 
Suddenly he felt a hand touch him, and a soft 
voice exclaimed^ '' Courage, all is not yet lost. 
See, there is hope. My brother is trying his 
best to save him.'' 

Mr. Nugent looked up. Ellen was standing 
close by. It was the daughter of the man he 
had ruined who spoke those cheering words ; 
it was that poor man's son who was endea- 
vouring to save hisj at the risk of his own 
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life ! Sarely in that momeDt the agony and 
remorse of a lifetime might be concentrated. 

Arthur put the hitherto useless ladder npon 
the ground, and lashing a pole securely to the 
end of it, with the quickness and dexterity of 
which only a sailor is capable, he fastened 
another rope round his own body, and placing 
the ladder again against the house, some of 
the spectators held it firmly there, and it was 
seen that the pole was. long enough to reach 
to the window of Alfred^s room. But will 
that adventurous young man dare to trust 
himself on such a dangerous support, in the 
midst of those raging, roaring flames, which 
are darting below and on all sides of him ? 
Every eye of the great multitude now assem* 
bled is fixed upon Arthur, who soon runs np 
the steps of the ladder. And now the difficult 
part begins. He clasps the pole tightly with 
both hands, and twisting his legs also round 
it, he mounts hand over hand, slowly but 
surely. The crowd hardly venture to breathe, 
as he clambers on to the window-sill, and 
stands there as securely as if he were a cat. 
With one dash he breaks the glass, and throw- 
ing open the window, leaps in and disappears 
from the anxious gaze of the people below* 

The excitement now is tremendous, the 
people surge and wave about like a troubled 
sea, and a sort of suppressed sound is heard, 
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as of people catching their breath in horror. 
Suppose he should be already dead^ stifled in 
that cruel smoke. 

Mr. Nugent stared helplessly in Ellen^s face 
hoping to gather comfort from her whose lover 
and brother were both in such fearful peril, 
but there was a sort of look there he could 
hardly understand, her eyes were cast upon 
that all absorbing window with a wrapt expres- 
sioii> as if, " come weal, come woe,^^ all would 
be right, because One directed events Who 
knew better than she did what was good for 
them all. 

Presently by the light of the fearful fire, 
which rendered everything distinctly visible, 
they could see a dark object dragged to the 
window. Ah, poor Alfred is then dead, suf- 
focated in that dreadful atmosphere^ his head 
drops against the frame of the window. 

Mr. Nugent falls on his knees, he can sup- 
port himself no longer, Ellen^s lips move as if in 
prayer^ a shudder thrills through the vast crowd 
when, praise be to Oon, the fresh air revives 
Alfred, he raises his head slowly, and appears 
to be trying to understand something Arthur 
is saying to him ; and now the most perilous 
part begins, the descent of the two young men 
down that pole, which appears to those below 
like a thread hanging in the air. Arthur goes 
first, steadying Alfred who also holds fast by 
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the rope, the end of which has been seeared in 
the room he has jast left. Slowly, slowly they 
come down, but not until the last round of the 
ladder is reached do the crowd venture upon 
the cheer which has been swelling in their 
throats ever since this bold venture appeared 
likely to be successful, and then such a grand 
English cheer rent the air as would never be 
forgotten by any one there present. 

Both the young men had their hands nearly 
shaken off by those nearest to them. 

Ellen^s whole soul was raised to heaven in 
praise and thanksgiving, and Mr. Nugent fell 
down in a swoon ; the extreme tension on his 
mind bad been too much for his nervous 
system, and on his recovering from his feinting 
fit, it was found that he had lost his memory, 
the past was a blank to him, be was imbecile 
all the rest of his life. He was very good- 
tempered, and delighted in the company of 
children, and altogether was very contented 
and happy, but bis mind never recovered its 
equilibrium which it lost on that awful night. 

Alfred and Ellen were married, and built 
another house upon the foundation of the old 
one, but not quite such a pompous-looking 
building as the former. Mr. Nugent lived 
with them till his death, as did also old Hester, 
who tries to spoil Ellen's children as much as 
she did " Master Arthur,'^ but this he will not 
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allow on the right and responsibility of being 
uncle and godfather; he says he will not 
permit them to be made such reprobates as he 
was himself^ and many a tussle he and Hester 
have in consequence. He has taken a farm 
near his sister and Alfred, and hunts, and 
shoots, and fishes, and tries all sorts of new 
improvements and dodges in the agricultural 
line. 

Everybody is glad to see him, for he is a 
very amusing companion, and tells all sorts of 
queer stories about his wild life among the 
savages in Africa. He has just finished, with 
Alfred's and Ellen's help, what they have been 
all anxious about for some time, and that is 
erecting a church upon the spot where his 
father's cherished home onde stood. The town 
has been very much increasing in that direc- 
tion, and a church was very much wanted 
there. Alfred gladly gave the ground, and a 
very pretty building rose among the trees. It 
was with deep thankfulness that the three 
united hearts heard the first call to prayer 
chime from the elegant spire that formed such 
a handsome and suggestive object from the 
windows of their house. They felt that they 
had followed what would have been the wishes 
of their dear father the good old Captain 
Clayton, bad he lived to see the turn events 
had taken, and that his blessing would rest 



296 THE WABM BECEPTIOK. 

upon them. And they felt the necessity of 
daily rising and offering up the prayer to God^ 
''Incline my heart to Thy testimonies, and 
not to covetousness,^^ lest with so many bless- 
ings showered upon them they might forget 
the Giver of all good things, and become like 
those who " with their mouth show much love, 
but their heart goeth after covetousness/' 
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Kingdom of Heaven j and the Resurrection. By the late Rev. 
W. B. Atkins, A.M. 3s. fid. 

B ADGEB.— The Nestorians and their Rituals. By the Rev. G. P. 
Badger, M.A. 2 vols., with numerous illustrations and maps. 2ls. 

BAGOT.— Selections flrom the Letters of S. Fruids de Sales. 
Translated firom the French by Mrs. C. W. Bagot. Revised by a 
Priest of the English Church. 2nd edit. l8mo., is. fid. 

•R A T TTTHH. — ^Twenty Sermons preached at S. John's, Haverstock 
Hill. By the Rev. John Baines, M.A. 7s. 

BAHQTES.— Tales of the Empire, or Scenes from the History of 
the House of Hapsburg, by the Rev. J. Baines. Is. fid., paper is. 

BAINES.— The Life of WiUiam Laud, Archbishop and Martyr. 
Fcap. 8vo., price Ss. fid. 

B AIBD. — The Passion of Jbsvr. A Course of Sermons, preached 
during Lent, by the Rev. W. Baird, M.A. is. fid. 

B AEON'S IiITTIiE DAUGHTEB, and other Tales, by the 
muthor of " Hymns for Littte Children." Third Edition. 2s. fid. 
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BAYIflSS.— I^Tinr Service j or, a SUter's InflatBOe. By KUsa A. 

BayllBS. Fcap. 8Vo. Ss. 6d. 

BBNU".— The SoUtary j or, a Lay from the West. WiHi other Poeme 
in RngUsh and Latin. By Mary Bonn. Ss. Od. 

BBITIT.— Lays of the Hebrews, and crfher Pocns. ». 

SBHTNIBTT. — Tales of a Londxm Parish, &c., by the atithor of 
"Tales of KiTkbeck.»» Bated by the Eev. W. J. K. Bennett. 
Second edition. l8mo. Ss. 6d. 

8. BBBNABD.— The Sweet Rhythm of S. Bernard on tbm Most 
Holy Name of Jssus. Newly done into English. 2d. 

BEBXSSFOBD HOPE.— The Celebrated Greek and Ramu 

Writers. A Lecture delivered at the Kilndown library and Bead- 
tag Room, by A. J. B. Beresford Hope, Esq. 6d. 

BEST.— A Plea for Daily Public Worship; bcfaigr extracts flvm •• An 

Essay on tbe Daily Service of the Clnirdk of Bagtand. By WU» 

liam Best, D.D." Pabliahed in 1746. 2d. 
BETTT OOBNWEXiIi and her Grandchildrea,^ (kl. 
BEZANT.— Geognraphical QuestkmB, classed vnderhaaiiaaBd Inter. 

spersed with History and General Infonmitioii. ByJ.Bssant. la 
KEY to ditto, 3s. 
BOfGHAM.— Pennons on Easter Sab|}ects. By the Rev. W. P. S. 

Bingham, MJl, Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 4s. 6d. 
BIBTHDAY. By the author of «• Gideon," &c ss.6d. 
BISHOP'S lalTTIiE DAXXGHTEB. ss. 
BIjACK.— A Little Primer of Christian Worship and DooMm. By 

the Rav. G. I. Black, B.A. fid. » doth, Bd. 
BIi ACK.— Messias and Auti^ MessiaB. A Prophetical Bzposltian, to 

which «re added Two Homilies on the Body of Cbbxst. By the 

Rev. C. I. Black. 8vo. 5s. 
BIjACE.— A Short Manual, BzpositoTy and Devotional, on the 

Prayer of the New Covenant. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d. 
BXACKMOBE.— The Doctrine of the RussiauCharcli. tkc Tkans- 

lated from die Slavonic- Russian by the Rev. R. W. Btackmoie. Ss. 

BIiAOKMOBE.— Harmony of AngUcan Doctrines with those of 
the Catholic and Apostolic Ghorch of the Bast. as. 

BIaACEMOBE.--Hl8tory of the Church of Russia, by A. N. 
Momavleir. Translated by the Bev. R. W» Blackmore. M. A. Ids. fid. 

BIjUNT.— The Atonement and the At-one-maker. By the Rev^ B. 
Blnnt. Fcap ^o., Ss. 

BlilTNT.— Three Essays on the Leading Principles nf the Reforma- 
tion,ilIastrafting itsCatholic Character ftmn its Conetitatianal, Doe- 
trinal, and Ritual History. Reprinted ftom the IToefeitesMr. 8d. 

BO^TJS.^Be8ifioef a Tale of the Early Christiana. Bf A. Boast, 
is. 6d. 

BOOBIiS.— Ways of Overcoming TtomptatioB. By Che Bar. E. 6. 
Boodle. 4d.i cloth 8d. 

"BOOK OF aENESIB, The. Aa Kzpoaltion of Oa 
Sventa recorded in it. Cloth, la. dd. 
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SOOK OF OOmCON FRATSB. The, of i«Of, •ccordlof 
to the Seated Con ^ tlie Tower. Printed in red and Uack, 
with the old Elzevir type, antiqae cloth, ita. 6d.j calf, Ut. 
morocco, 178. 66..; antique calf, 188. and SU.j antique morocco, 
918., &e. 

BOOK OF OOMMOir FBAY3CB, The, accordinf to the um 
of the Church of Scotland. Roan gilt, 38. 6d. 

SOOK OF CHT7BCH HISTOBY, founded on the Rev. W. 
Palmer's *' Ecclesiastical History." Is. Third Edition. 

BOOK OF FAMTTiY FBAYUBS arranged according to the 
Ecclesiastical Days and Seasons of the Church of Goo. By a 
Layman. Is. 4d. 

BOOK OF FAMHiT FBAYISBS, collected from the Public 
LitorgyoTthe Church of England. By the Sacristof Durham. S8.6d. 

BOITBlfB.— Thoughts upon Catholic Truths. By the late Rer. L. 
Bourne, as. M. 

BO'WDIiBB, Ber. T.— A Few Words of Family Instruction, in- 
trodnctory to ** Prayers for a Christian Household." By the late 
Rev. T. Bowdler. Fcap. 8vo., cloth. Is. 6d. 

BOlVBIiBB, Bev. T.— Sermons on the Prtrileges, Responsi- 
bilities, and Duties of Members of the Gospel Covenant. Vol. I. 
Advent, Christmas, Epiphany. Vol. II. Septoagesima, Lent, 
Passion Week. Post Svo., doth, 7b. 6d. each. 

BOWDIiEB. Mm. H. M.— Sermons on the Doctrines and Duties 
of Christianity. 44th edit. To which is prefixed an Essay on the 
Proper Employment of Time, Talents, Fortune, &c. Fcp. 8vo., 8s. 

BBAINABI>'S JOUBinfiY. An Allegory, is. cl. ; 6d. paper. 

BBATJNE.— The Persone of a Tonn. The First Book. By George 
Martin Branne, M.A. Ss. 

BKECHrEr.— A Primary Charge delivered to the Clergy of his 
Diocese, at the Annual Synod of 1857. Second edition, enlarged, 
with an Appendix. 2s. 6d. Third edition. Is. 

BBSCHHT. — The Christian's Converse. A practical trMtise, 
adapted by the Bishop of Brechin. 4d. cloth, 6d. roan. 

BBSOHIN. — Meditations on the SuJTering life of our Loan. 
Translated Arom Pinart, by the late Lady Eleanor Law. Edited 
by the Bishop of Brechin. 4th edit. fts. ; calf antique, gs. 

BBXSCHIN.— Nourishment of the Christian Soul. Translated from 
FInart, by the late Lady Eleanor Law. Edited by the Bishop of 
Brechin. 3rd edit. 5s. ; calf antique, 9s. 

BBBCHnf .— The Mirror of Young Christians. Translated from 
the French, by the late Lady Eleanor Law. Edited by the Bishop 
of Brechin. Uniform with the ** Divine Master." With Engrav- 
ings, 38. fld. Mor. antique, 6s. 6d. The Engravings separately, 6d. 

BB!EjU±LXJN .— Memoriale Vitae Sacerdotalisj or. Solemn Warnings 
of the Great Shepherd, Jasus Cnaisr, to the Clergy of His Holy 
Church. Translated from the Latin by the Bishop of Brechin. 
Fcap. Svo. 0s. (id. { calf, lOa. With Engraving, by Dyce. 

BBSCHIN.— Theological Defence for the Bishop of Brechin on a 
PreseDtment by tiie Rev. W. Henderson and others, on certain 
points concerning tiie doctrine of the Holy Eucharist. 8vo., 08. 
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BBXjCHIIQ'.— Are 700 beiDgr Converted? Sermons on Serious 
Subjects. Second Edition. Fcap. 8yo., Ss. 6d. 

SBSCHIiN'. — Sermons on Amendment of Life. Fcap. 8vo., Ss. (3d. 

SH£jCHI!N'.— The Waning of Opportanitien, and other Sermons, 
Practical and Doctrinal. Fcap. 8vo., 48. 6d. 

BBSCHIN.— Sermons on the Grace of God, and other Ck>goate 
Subjects. By the Bishop of Brechin. 6s. 

BHSCHII^'. — A Commentary on the Litany. Fcap. 8vo., el., 4s. Od. 

BRSCHU^*. — A Commentary on the Te Denm, from ancient 
sources. Ss. cloth ; Ss. fld. calf; 4s. 6d. morocco; Cheap Ed.* is. 

BHSCHIN. — A Commentary on the Canticles used in the Prayer 
Book. 2s., cheap edition is. 

BBBCHU^*. — Commentary on the Seven Penit^itial Psalms, from 
ancient SOU! ces. Cloth, 9d. and is.; roan, is. 6d.; calf, Ss. fid. 

BHiBCHIN. — The Seal of the Lord. A Catechism on Confirmation, 
with appropriate Devotions. I4d., or lOs. fid. per luo. 

BBSCKH^*.— Catechism to be learnt before the Church Catechism. 
6s. per hundred. 

BBSCHIN.— Holiness of the Human Body, and the Duties of So- 
ciety. 2d. each. 

BBSCHIIf .— A Memoir of the Pious Life and Holy Death of Helea 
Infclis. 4d. 

BBSTT.— The Christian's Daily Guide; or. Parochial Manual of 

Instruction and Devotion. Compiled by Robert Brett. 
. Parti. Faith and Duty, 3d ; IL Morning and Evening Prayers, Sd.; 
III. Prayers during the day, and Collects for Particular Graces and 
Persons, 3d. ; Christian Seasons, preparing, 

BBETT.— The Churchman's Guide to Faith and Piety. A Manual 
of Instructions and Devotions. Second Edition. Cloth, 4s. fid. } 
antique calf or plain morocco, 8s. 8 vols, doth, 5s. ; limp catf, 
lis.; limp morocco, I2s. 

BBSTT.— A Guide to Confirmation and Holy Communion, fid. ; 
cloth, 8d. 

BBXjTT.— Scripture History for the Young. Old and New Testa, 
ments, Ss. fid., or with ifi engravings, 4s. fid. 

BRETT.— Devotions for the Sick Room, Prayers in Sickneas, &c. 
Cloth, 2s. fid. 

BBSTT.— Companion for the Sick Room : being a Compendium (rf 
Christian Doctrine. 2s. fid. 
These two bound together in 1 vol. cloth, price 6s. Calf 9s. 

BBXjTT.— A Manual of Devotions for School Boys. Compfled 
from various sources, fid. 

BBETT.— Devout Prayers on the Life and Passion of the Lots 
Jesus, by which the faithfbl soul may increase in the Love of 
God. 8d., cloth Is. 

BBETT.— Fervent Aspirations after Divine Love and Thanksgiv. 
ings on the Passion. Part II. of the abOve, aoth 8d., wrapper, fid. 

BBETT.— Instructions, Prayers, and Holy Aspirations for the Sick 
Room. 4d., cloth fid. 
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BKETT.— Prayera for Little Children and Young Persons. fid.| 

cloth. 8d. Part I. sd. ; Part II. 4d. 
BBBTT.— Reflections, MediUtions, and Prayers, on the Holy Life 

and Passion of our Lord. New edition, 5s. 
SBXITT.— The Power of the CathoUc Faith. A Memorial of M. C. B. 

Square l6ino., toned paper, is. 6d. 
BB^TTIITGHAM.— Devotions for the Hours, fi-om the Psalms. 

Selected by C. M. Brettingham. l6mo., ss. fid. 
BBSTTHTGHAM.— Anniversaries, &c. Armour of Proof for 

the Soldier of Christ, suited for his Daily Warfare on his Pil. 

grimage through tliis world to the Heavenly Country. 38. fid. 

BBIG-HT.— Eighteen Sermons of S. Leo the Great on the Incar. 
nation, translated with Notes and with the "Tome" of S. Leo in 
the original, by the Rev. W. Bright, M.A. 8vo., cloth, fis. 

BBXTTOIf.^Horse Sacramentaies. The Sacramental Articles of 
the Church of England vindicated, and illustrated, by Thomas 
Hopkins Britton, M.A. Os. 

BBO W JN J!I. — Sussex Sermons preached to a Rural Congregation. 
By the Rev. R. L. Browne, M.A. 6S. 

BBO W JM J!i.— The Mosaic Cosmogony. A literal Translation of the 
first Chapter of Genesis, wittL Annotations and Rationalia. By 
R. G. S. Browne, B.D., Vicar of Atwiclc, Yorksliire. Demy 8vo. 
Price ss. 

BBOWIV'IiO'W.— Jxsus, the Good Shepherd. A Short Memoir of 
Melise H. M . Brownlow. By the Rev. W. R. Brownlow, M .A. New 
edition. Cloth, with Sermon and Portrait, 2s. fid. Cheap edit. is. 

BBO'WNIjO'W.— Lectures on the History of the Church of Goo, 

A.D. 31 — ifiS. SB. 

BUXSTBUBT.— The Sunday of the People in France. By the Abbe 
MuUois, Chi4)lain to the Emperor of France. Translated by 
Miss Bnnbury. 4d. 

BITRTATi OF THIS DEAD, The Order for the. Printed in large 
type, on a board for attendants, fid. 

BITTXiBB. — Sermons for Working Men in Country Parishes, by the 
Rev. W. J. Butler, M.A. Bold Type, fis. fid. 

B U 'I'LiEB.— Short Rules for Prayer for Working Men. 2d. 

OAKOIf ICAIi HOUBS, according to the use of the Guild of S. 
Alban. VoL I. 4s. fid. VoL II., Parts I. II. III., is. each ; IV. 2s. 

OA19'TICXiXSS in Morning and Evening Services, pointed correctly 
for Chanting, 2d., doth 4d. With Chants 4d., cloth fid. 

THE CAIfTICIiES in the Morning and Evening Services, ar. 
ranged in Columns for Chanting. 2d. ; limp cloth, 4d. 

THE CAH'TICIiES with blank staves for Chants. 2d.} cloth 4d. 

CABTEB. — Remarks on Christian Gravestones, with numerous 
Working Drawings, with Scales. By the Rev. Eccles J. Carter, 
M.A. 2nd edit. 3s. fid. i stiff Wrapper, 2s. fid. 

OABTEB.— A Book of Private Prayer for Morning, Mid.day, Night 
and other times, with Rules for those who wonld live to God amid 
the business of daily life. Edited by the Rev. T. T. Carter. Third 
edition, limp doth, is. } cloth, red edges, is. 3d. j roan, is. fid. 

OABTEB.~Tfae Doctrine of the Priesthood in the Church of 
England. By the Rev. T. T. Carter. 2nd Edition. 48 
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OABTJESB.—A Volume of SeriDoiiB. 9iid edltioD. 9ro., lOs. <d. 

OABTBR.— The Imitation of onr Lord Jssrs Christ. A Series 
of Lectares delivered at All Sidnts*, Maiiraret Street, in Len^ 
I860. 8rd edit. 98. 6d. 

CABTiBB..— The Passion and Temptation of our Lord. A Coarse 
of Lectures delivered at All Saints*. Margaret Street, in Lent, 1 862. 
To which is added a Sermon preached at S. Giles*, Oxford, In the 
same Lent. Ss. 

OABTSB.— The Life of Sacrifice. A Coarse of Lectures ddtvered 
at All Saints*, Margaret Street, in Lent, 1864. Ss. fid. 

OABTBB.— Family Prayers, to which sre added Short Pimycn for 
Friyate Use. Cloth, is. ; roan, Ss. 
An abbreviated edition, for general use in a household, 6d. 

OABTSB. — Simple Lessons, or Words easy to be underetood. A 
Manual of Teaching for those engaged in the InstructKm ct the 
very ignorant. Edited by the Rev. T. T. Carter. Feap. 8vo., 
clotli, is. fid. 

CATECHISM treathig of the Unity of the Church, its Mfaiistiy, 
Liturgy, Offices and Articles. By a Country Curate. 8d. 

CECrL-DlEAIS'. A Story for the Young. By Bessie C. A. Fcap. 
8vo., Ss. fid. 

CEBTIFICATSS OP BAPTISM, Confirmation, and First 
Communion, on a card, 9d., or 148. per 100. 

ClIBTIPICATES OF COlTFIBMATIOir AJSD HOLT 
COMMUI9'IOI9'. On a card, printed in red and black, price 
Id. each, or 7s. per 100. On an Ornamented large Card, sd.; 
also new design, 3d. 

OHAMBXjBS.— The Doctrine of the Holy Eucharist, as Bzpmmded 
by Herbert Thomdike, D.D . With Notes fbeing a digested series of 
Authorities up to the year 1720, on the points raised in Archdeacon 
Denison*s ease), and a Preface by J. D. Chambers, M.A. is. 6d. 

CHA1£BEBS.— Fifty-two Sermons preached at Perth and other 
parts of Scotland. By the Rev. J. C. Chambers. Demy 8vo. iss. 

CH A MBEBIiAIlg'.—The Theory of Christian Worship. By the 
Rev. T. Chamberlain. Second Edition. 6s. 

CHAMBBBIjAIN.— The Seven Ages of the Church, as indleated 
in the messages to the Seven Churches of Asia. Post 8vo.» Ss. 

CHAMBEBIjAIN.— The Chancel, an Appeal for its proper use, 
addressed to Architects, Church Restorers, &c. fid. 

CHAMBEBIjAIN.— English Grammar, and how to Tfeacfa itj 
together with a Lesson in Reading and Spellhig. 9rd edit., 9d. 

CHAMBEBIiATN*.— Book of Anecdotes, selected by the Rev. T. 

Chamberlain. Is. 

CHAMBBBIjAIir.— Hymns, chiefly for the Minor Festivals. 
i8mo., cloth, IS.; wrapper fid. 

OHAITTBB.— Sermons, by the Rev. J. M. Chanter, M.A. 6s. 8d. 

^^^^^^^^rH^^^ ^ ■" Exposition of the Cateefaism of Um lag. 
Ush Church, by the Rev. John Mill Chanter, MJk. fid. 
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OHAITTS, SBBTIOBS, AXTTHBMS ; their Words, Deacrip. 
tion. and Choice. Cloth, 8vo., Ss. 6d. 

OHABTTY AT HOIOL A T»le. By the author of ** RaUi 
Levison.*' ismo. 28. 

GHSTNIB.— The Teachhig of the Christian Year t a series of Ser- 
moDs. Vol. I., Advent to Whitsuntide. 78. 

CHXCiDBBN OF TH£I CHAFSIi. A Tale of the times of 
Queen Elizabeth. Fcap. 8vo., 2s. 

GHHiD'S IfErW IiESSOIOr BOOSt <» stories lor Little 
Readers, is. ; is. 0d. cloth j coloured Ss. dd. 

CHBISTIASr BISSRVANT (Tlie) taught from the Catechism her 
Faith and Practice. Part I. BaptlMnal Blessings and Vows. ls.6d. 
Part II. The Apostles* Creed, is. 6d. Part III. The Ten Com. 
mandmeats. ss. Part IV. The Loan's Prayer. Ss. By the 
Author of the "Servants' HaU." Edited by the Rev. Sir W. H. 
Cope, Bart, l vol., icap. 8vo., doth, 7s* 

CHBIBTIAir CHUiDKEir, Scenes in the Uves d: with 
Questioos on separate cards. The Cards enclosed in a case. Ss. 

CHHISTIAN DXTTIBSa as essentially conducive to progress 
in the Spiritual Life, sud Edition. 3s. 6d. 

CSBIQTIAN SBBVAJraVS BOOK of Devotion, Self.Exa- 
miaation, and Advice. Fourth edition, cloth is. 6d., leather Ss. 

CHBISTIAN 'WSUE, The, a Manual of Devotion with Psalms 
and Hymns for Schools and Families. 6d. 

A CHBISTMAS DBHAM. lUnstrated by Dudley. Inoma. 
mental borders, is. 

A CHBISTMAS FBB8BNT for Children. From the 6tu 
man. is. 

A CHBOBTIOUB OP DAY BT DAY. By B. S. B. M. 
Fcap. 8vo., 58. 

CHITBCH FIiOBAIf DSCOBATIOIT, Practical Hints on« 
With twenty plates. Third Edition. ss.6d. plain; Ss. coloured. 

OHUBCH PAPBRS. 

Fifteen Tales iUustrating the Aposties' Creed, by the Rev. J. M. 
Neale, in vol. or packet, price ss. fid. 

The Church in the New Testament. 3d. 

The Church in the New Testament. Part II. 2d. 

The Church after the Aposties. 2d. 

CHUBCH CATECHISM.— Printed on tinted paper, wltii seven- 
teen engravings drawn by Gilbert. Price Is. gilt edged. A cheap 
edition, 6d. 

CHTTBCHllAJT'S COMPANION. A Monthly Magazine, ad. 
Vols. I. and II. ss. 9d. eachi Vols. III. to XXXVI. 3s. 6d. each. 

CHUBCHMAN'S DTABY; an Almanacic for the year of 
Grace 1865. Commenced in 1847. 4d. ; interleaved, 6d.} roan 
tuck. Is. Od. s Mor. 4s. 

OHUBCH OF SNOIjAND MINISTEBS. How they are 
made, and what they are. 4d. 
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THE OHUBOHMAN'S UBBABT. 

The Chmr^mmn*§ lAknay conrtsts of Tncto and Manuals $ of the 
former there are twelve published, price Ss. 
1 . SoiKlay : and how to spend it. Sd. 
S. CaHK^ic and Protestant. Sd. 

5. Grace : and how to gain it. Sd. 

4. Chorch Worship. 4d. 

6. The Prayer Book : and how to use it. Sd. 

6. The HeaTcnly Lives of the Primitive Christians. Sd. 

7. VLkAj Scripture : and how to use it. sd. 

8. All Christians, Priests. Sd. 

9. The Threefold Work of Christ. Sd. 

10. The Doctrine of Justification. Sd. 

1 1 . The Priest and the People. Sd. 

IS. Outlines of Christian Doctrine. Sd. 

The above in a packet, price Ss. 

The Manuals published are :— 
1. Questions and Answers illustrative of the Church Catedusm. 
4d. I cloth, Od. New edition. 

5. Bishop Andrewes' Devotions, (td.j d. 9d. ; calf or mor. Sa.6d. 
8. The Laying on of Hands : a Manual for Confirmation. 4d. 

4. Guide to the Eucharist. Containing^ Instructions and Direc- 

tions with Forms of Preparation and Self- Examination. 4d. 

5. The Manual : a Book of Devotion, chiefly intended for the 

Poor. Second Edition. Limp cloth. Is.} cloth boards, red 
edges, is. sd. t leather, is. 4d. ; cheap edit., 6d. With a con- 
siderable reduction on quantities being taken. 



Oil ABXlI.~The Watch-Tower Book ; or, Readfaigs for the Night 
Watches of Advent. By the Rev. C. W. B. Clarke, M.A. Pott 
8VO., cloth boards, Ss. fid. } limp cloth for distribution, 88. 

COXiIi£iCTS from the Book of Common Prayer, ssmo. sewed sd., 
rubricated, and in parchment cover, fid. 

COIiIiEOTS EXPIiArNlSD ITS A CATEOHETICAIi 
FOBM. Part 1., 4d. Part II., fid. 

COMPAiriOir TO THE AIiTAB: for the use of the Scottish 
Church. 82mo., cloth, is. } fcap. 8vo., cloth, is. fid. 

OOMFAiriOia' TO THE SUITDAY' SEBVICE8 of the 

Church of England. Ss. 
OOMPEB.— The DistinctiveTeaching of the British Churches stated 
and maintained in a series of Lectures. By the Rev. John Comper, 
Incumbent of Nairn, ismo. cloth, Ss. fid. 

A COITFIBMATION MEDAIi of appropriate design, fid. 

OONVEBSATIOWS ON THE OHUBCH 8EBVICE. 
By the Author of ** Easy Lessons for Sunday Schools.'* Seccmd 
Edition. Is. Sd. 

OOITVEBSATIONS WITH OOTTSIN BACHEIb Four 
Parts, pd. each. Complete in Two Vols. Ss. 

CONSECBATION AND DESEOBATION $ or. Basil 
the Orphan Chorister, is. doth is. fid. 

OONBEOBATION FBATEB, and Post-Communkm. In 
large type, red and black, for the Altar Desk. Mounted in fold- 
ing morocco case. I4s. 
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COPE ANJy STRETTON.— Visitatio Inftrmomm; or Offices 
for the Clergry in Directing:, ComfoitiDgr, and Praying^ with the 
Sick. New edit., cloth, 12s. j calf, 168. ; morocco, *i08. In Three 
Parts, calf, 21 s. Also in various bindings, with metal- work. 

Appendix to the First edition , containing the Additional Offices. 1 s. M. 

The Responsal for the Visitatio Infirmoram .- Portions to be said by 
those who accompany the Priest. Cloth, 2s. 

CO&TN.^A Collection of Private Devotions for the Hours of Prayer. 
By John Cosin, D.D., 1626. is. ; calf, Ss. ] morocco, Ss. 6d. 

GOSIN.— The Sum of the Catholic Faith, from Bishop Cosin. 
2d., or Us. per 100. 

OOTTAQE COMMEia'TABY'.-Vol. I. : S. Matthew, limp 
cloth, 2s. 6d. ; cloth boards, 3s. Vol. II.: S. Mark, limp cloth. 
Is. 8d.} cloth boards, is. Vol. III. : S. Luke, 28. 6d. Vol. IV.: 
S. John, limp cloth, 28. 6d. ; cloth boards, Ss. { calf, 7s. 

COUFEIB. — A Few Hints to Mothers on the Management of Chil- 
dren, &c. By GaoRoiNA Coupkr. Dedicated to the Very Rev. 
and Hon. tlie Dean of Windsor. Demy 18mo., 8d. 

OBAKBOBia^, Viscount.— A History of France for Children, 
in a Series of Letters. By Viscount Cranbome. 2s. 6d. 

OB.E8S W Jijlili.— The Christian Life. Twelve Sermons, by the 
Rev. Richard Cresswell, B.A. l3rao. 2s. 6d. 

OIJBATS OF HOIiTCBOSS, The. A tale of tbe Chnrch. 
Fcp. 8vo., fts. 

I^ArLT IiIFE OF THE CHBISTIAN CHTLD. A poem 
for children. 6d. j. on a sheet, id. ; cheap edit., in packets of 25, 2s. 

DAKETNE.— The Sword, and the Cross. By the Rev. J. O. 
Dakeyne, M.A. 2s. 6d. 

DAVIES.— Benefit Club Sermons. Second Series. 4to. Ss. (ML 

DAY HOTJBS OF THE CHTJBCH OF EITOIiAIiri), 

newly Translated and Arranged according to the Prayer Book and 

the Anthorised Translation of the Bible. Ss. fid. in wrapper; 

48. 6d. cloth, red edges } calf antique, 7s. 

Appendix to ditto, being Memorials for the Minor Festivals or Black 

Letter Days. fid. 

DEAII'E.— Union. Five Occasional (including Two Harvest) Ser- 
mons. By the Rev. W. J. Deane. is. fid. 
1. Union} II. Mutual Intercession and United Work; III. The 
Christian Joy expressed in Church Music } IV. Harvest: V. Harvest. 

DEAIf E.— The Proper Lessons from the Old Testament for Sun- 
days and other holy days. With a Plain Commentary explaining 
their Christian meaning, and their relation to the different Seasons 
of the Church's Year. Crown 8vo. fis. 

DEIf ISON.— Saravia on the Holy Eucharist. The Original lAtin 
from a MS. in the British Museum hitherto unpublished. The 
Translation by the Archdeacon of Taunton. Demy 8vo. 7s. fid. 

DEVOTIONS FOB CHUiDBEN, intended specially for 
Cbcvisters, who are present at the time of Holy Commonioni fid. 

DEVOTIONS for Children and Young Persons. Id. 

DEVOTIONAIi AIDS FOB THE USE OF THE 
diEBQY*. 32mo. parchment, is. 

DTATi OF MEDITATION AND FBAYEB. 2nd edit. sd. 
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DZCKIN SON.—List of Senrice Books acoordingr to the Uses of 

the Angrlican Ctanrch, with the possessors. 3s. 04. 

DIBSCTIONS FOB KESFrBTO- IilSNT ABIQHT. 
ss. Od. per lOO. 

DISTBICT VISITOB*S MEMORAJfDUM BOOK. 
Od., the paper is. per qaire. 

DiVJLMJfJ MA8TXSB: a DeTOtional Manual illustrating the 
Way of the Cross. With Ten Steel EngTavin^. dtb edit.. Sa. M. ; 
antique calf or morocco, 78. Cheap edition in Wrapper, is. 
The EngraTings separately on a sheet, 9d. 

BOCTBINE OF THE CBOS8» a Memorial of a HmnUe 
Follower of CaaisT. By the author of "Devotions for the Sick 
Room." Is. 

DOMHSTIC OFFICES : heing Morning and Ervnins Pnyer 
for the Use of families. Wrapper, 6d. t cloth. 8d. 

DOITGIiAS.— The Love of oar Lord Jxsus Christ in the Work of 
our Redemption : Four Plain Meditative Sermons on some of the 
Scripture proofs. By the Rev. J. J. IJoaglas, B.D. is. j cl. is. 4d. 

DOUG-IiAB.— Mary and Mildred; or. Principle the Qnide of Im. 
pulse. Edited by the Rev. Stair Douglas. 2nd edit. Ss. 

DBOF Of THE OCEAIT, or the UtUe Wreath of Fancy, by 
Agnes and Bessie. 9nd edit. is. 

D U KJ**.— Systematic Analysis of Bishop Butler's Analogy* by the 
Rev. Henry H. Duke, B.A. ss. 0d., interleaved 5s. 

EABIOIST AFFEAIi ON BEHAIiF OF FUBUG 
WOBSHIF* Extracted from Bp. Patrick*s Discourae con* 
COTiing Prayer, is. 

EASY* IiESSONS FOB THE TOTTNQEB CHUiD- 
BEN IN SUNDAY SCHOOIiS. By the Author of '* Con- 
versations with Cousin Rachel." 4d. QuestionB, for the Use 
of the Teacher. 9d. 

EAST GATECHISM OF THE OIiD TESTAMENT 
HISTOBT, with the dates of the principal events. l8mo. 
Third Edition. Sd. 

ECCXiES. — Midsummer Holidays at Princes Green. By Mrs. 
Eccies, author of **The Riches of Poverty." iRmo., is. 

ECCIiESIASTIC: a Magazine relating to the affkirs of the 
Church, Education, &c. This Magazine is now published in 
monthly parts at is. each. 24 vols, bound, price j^ii. Sent ftee 
by post for iss. per annum, paid in advance. 

EGGIjESIOIiOG-IST, The. Published under the Superinten- 
dence of the Bcclesiologlcal Society, every alternate naonth, ls,M. 
Old Series, 8 Vols., 17s. 6d. New Series, 90 Vols., 4^11. 

EGGIjESIOIjOGTj, Hand-Book of English. Companion for 
Church Tourists. Cloth, fts. ; or limp calf interieaved, loa. 

EDMONSTONE.— Portions of the Psalms, selected and arranged 
for Devotional Purposes, by Sir Archibald EdmonstDne, Bait. 
Paper 6d.{ cloth, lOd. 

EDMONSTONE.— The Christian Gentleman's Daily Walk. ss.M. 
EDMONSTONB.--Short Readings on the CoUects. 6s. 
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BIOHTT-VOUBTH FSAIiM, TreatiM on the. By the late 
Lady Harriet Howard. S2mo.» cl. 6d., bound, is* 

BSIiIiIS. — From the Font to the Altar: a Manual of Christian Doe- 
trine for the Youngs, especially those who are preparing: for Con- 
flnnation. By the Rev. Cunyngham Ellis, Incumbent of Cranborne, 
Berks. Second Edition, is. 4d. cloth; Is. wrapper. 

SMBBOLDSBT, Ecclesiastical. Worlciug Patterns of Flowers, 
on sheets, Nos. 1 to 18, 6d. each ; or in Three Farts, 8s. each. 

SUTHUSIASM NOT BSSIilGION. A Tale by the late 
M. A. C. Cloth, Is. 6d.} wrapper, is. 

SSPIGBAMS, Sacred and Moral. Containing 600 Orighial Epi- 
grams on subjects Biblical, "Hieological, Ecclesiastical, Social, 
Historical, &c. is. 0d. 

BBBING-TON.— Prayers for Soldiers, by Colonel Errington. ad., 
in parchment cover. 

BUOHABISTIC MONTH: being short DaUy Preparation and 
Thanksgiving for the Holy Communion. 8d.} cl.ls.j bound is. 6d. 

XiVANS.— Tales of the Ancient British Church. By the Yen. 
R. Wilson Evans, B.D., Archdeacon c^ Westmoreland. l8mo., 
cloth, ts. 0d. Second Edition. 

SVAITS.— DaUy Hymns. By the same Author. 88. 6d. 

JESVANS. — Ctiristianity in its Homely Aspects : Sermons on Vari- 
ous Subjects, delivered in the Church of S. Andrew, Wells Street, 
and elsewhere. By the Rev. A. B. Evans, D,D, Second Series. 
Price 0ft. 

JS\JiiBI*EY, A Tale. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 0s. 

XIVXSNING MZETINGS, TELE ; or. the Pastor among the 
Boys of his Flock. By C. M. S. Reprinted from the Churchman** 
Companion, Fcap. 8vo., 88. 

EXPLANATION OF BOMB SCBIFTXJBAIi AND 
£CCIi£SIASTICAIi T£BMS. 8rdedit.,3d. 

X*AIjIjO'W.— Psalms and Hymns for Public Worship. Selected by 
the late Rev. T. M. Fallow. Is. 

FAMIIilAB INSTBUCTIONS ON MBNTAIi 
PBA7SB, from the French of Courbon. Parts I. & II. With 
Prefaces by the Editors, W. U. R. and £. B. P. 2nd edit., doth, 
18. 6d. 

FAuMTTiY PBATSBS for the Children of the Church. 4d., cl. 8d. 

F ANNIT' S FIiOW BBS ; or. Fun for the N ursery . With several 
engravings, is.; cloth gilt, is. 0d. 

FASTS ANP FESTIVALS of the Church, in a conversa. 
tional form. is. 8d. 

FSW PSVOTIONAIi HEIiPS FOB THE CHBI8- 
TIAN SEASONS. Royal 82mo. 2 Vols., cloth 58. 0d. } 
calf. 108. 0d. 

AOVBNT, CflRISTMAS, AND THX SkASONS UNTIL LBNT. (190 pp.) l8. 

Lbnt and Passion-tidb (88 pp.) 0d. 

Eastrr-tidr (48 pp.) 4d. 

From Rogation TO Trinity (180 pp.) 8d. 

Thr Saints' Days (180 pp.) 8d. 

Trinity. Part 1. is. 4d. 

Trinity. Part II. is. 
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WEW -WOBDS TO LITTLE OHILDBEN ABOUT 
THE SEASONS OF THE CHBISTIAN 7EAB. 
By C. E. F. 4d. 

FEW WOBDS TO A OHBISTLA.N MOUBSrEB* sd. 

No. I. Cooking; or, Practical Training for Servants, &c. lOd. 
No. II. Gardening; or. Training for Boys as Gardeners. lOd. 
No. III. Household Work ; or. The Duties of Female Servants. 10<L 
No. IV. Plain Needlework in all its branches. 8d. 
No. V. On the Management of Poultry and Domestic Animals, lOd. 
The above in One Vol. boun^, 4s. 6d. 

FIVE TALES OF OLP TIME. Separately in cloth :— 
Follow Me. (C. E. H., Morwenstow) is.— Shd^herdof the Giant 
Mountains. (Fooqud.) is. — The Knight and the Enchanters. 
(Fouqn£.) is. — The Stream, is.— The Castle on the Rock. is. 

FLOWEB. — Sermons. for the Seasons of the Church, translated 
from S. Bernard, 8vo. 6s. 

FLO W EB.— The Three Books of Theophilus to Aulolycus on the 
Chrtstian Religion. Translated, with Notes. Ss. 6d. 

FXiOWEB. — Reading Lessons for Schools, by the Rev. W. B. 
Flower, B.A. 3s. 

FLOWEB.— Classical Tales and Legends, by the Rev. W. B. 
Flower. 2s., cheap edition is. 

FLO W J!iB.— Tales of Fidth and Providence, by the Rev. W» B. 
Flower. 28., or in a packet, 28., cheap edition J 8. 

FLOWEB. — Lucy Ashcroft, the Manufactorer's Daughter. A Tale 
of the North. By the Rev. W. B. Flower, B.A. Cloth gilt edges, Sa. 

FLOWEB.— The Widow and her Sou ; with oth^r Tales. Trans- 
lated from the German. l8mo. cloth, 28. 

FO ElBES. — Snowball and other Tales, by Isabella Forbes. 2s.6d. 

FOBD. — Twelve Sermons ftom theQuaresimalepf P. Paolo Segneri. 
Translated from the Original Italian by James Ford, A.M., with a 
Preface relating to the Author. Second Edition. 68. 

FOBD. — A Second Series of Twelve Sermons from the same. 6b. 

FOBP. — A Third Series of Twelve Sermons frt>m the siune. 6b. 
The Three Series in one voL. doth, 1 5s. 

FOBD.— Twelve Sermons, preached in the Chapel of Liveiyilole 
Almshouse, at Heavitree. By James Ford, A.M., late Chaplain. 
l2mo., cloth, 38. 

FOBD. — ^The Gospel of S. Matthew Illustrated from Ancient and 
Modern Authors, chiefly in the Doctrinal and Moral Sense. By 
the Rev. J. Ford, M.A. 2nd Edition, lis. 

FOBD.— The Gospel of S. Mark Illustrated. 2nd edition. lOs. 

FOBD.— The Gospel of S. Luke lUustrated. 128. 

""OBD.— The Gospel of S. John lUustrated. 138. 

'lis volume completes the Four Gospels, and contains OQnioiw 
-es of the whole. 
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FOSD.— The Acts of the Apostles. With Indies. Price ISs. 
FOHD.— S. Paul's Epistle to the Romans. iSs. 

FORM OF FBATBB ANP CEHSMOXpSS XTSBD AT 
THE CONSECBATION OF CHUBCHES, &o., in 
I^ndoD and Winchester, id., or 78. per 100. Form for Oxford 
Diocese, sd., or us. per lOO. 

FORM OF FRATXSB FOB IiATIXQ THS 8TON1S 
OF A CHUBCH OR CHAF£!I<. id. 

FORM OF PRATER FOR liATOTO THE 8TONE 
OF A SCHOOIj. ss. (M. per luo. 

FORM OF PRAYER FOR OPENING A NB^W 
SCHOOIi. 38. 6d. per 100. 

FORMS FOR NOTICES OF SERVICES, for affixing: on 
church doors, ss.per 1 00 j large size, 5s. per lOO. 

FORM OF SEIiF-EXAMINATION ; with Prayers Pre. 
paratory to ttie Holy Communion. 2d. 

FORM OF SEIiF-EXAMINATION ; with a Few Direc. 
tiona for Daily Use. By F. H. M. 3d., or Sis. per 100. 

FORM OF SERVICE FOR OONSEORATINO CE- 
METERY CHAPEIiS. IRochester Diocese.] 78. per lOO. 

FCWTiER.— Parochial Sermons. BytheRev.C.A.Fowler,M.A. 0s. 

FOWTiE.— The Epistle to the Hebrews the Epistle of S. Paul. By 
the Rev. W. H. Fowle. Is. 0d. 

FOX.— The Noble Army of Martyrs, by the Rev. S. Fox, M.A. 2s. 
Cheap Edition, is. 

FOX.— Tlie Holy Church thronghont all the world. 28., cheap edi- 
tion, is. 

FREDERICK GORDON, or the Stormingr of the Redan. By 
a Soldier*s Daughter. Royal 18mo., is. 6d. 

FREEMAN.— History of Architecture, by E. A. Freeman. 1 Os. 6d. 

FREEMAN. — Four Sermons for the Reason of Advent. By the 
Rev. Philip Freeman, Vicar of Thorverton, Devon. Post 8vo., 2s. 

GAIiTON. — Notes of Lectures on the Boole of Canticles or Song of 
Solomon, delivered in the Parish Church of S. Sidwell, Exeter. 
By the Rev. J. L. Galton. Os. 

QAIiTON.— One Hundred and Forty-two Lectures on the Book of 
Revelation. In Two Vols. 18s. 

GERTRUDE BACRE. By the author of "The Sunbeam." ds. 

GOING HOME. A Story. By F. O. W. 2nd ed. is. Od. doth. 

GOODRICH.— Claudia : the Days of Martyrdom. A Tale. By 
A. M. Goodrich. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, Ss. Od. 

GOOD'WIN.— A Short Account of the Art of Polychrome, His- 
torical and Practical. By T. Goodwin, B.A. Is. Od. 

GOOD'WIN. — Sermons on the Cretian Church, its Doctrine, and 
Religious Discipline as set forth in the Epistle of S. Paul to Titus. 
By the Rev. J. Goodwin, B.D. Ss. Od. 

GOUIiD.— The Path of the Just. Tales of Holy Men and Children. 
By S. Baring Gould, B.A. 28. 
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QBAin^FATHEIl'S CHBI8TMAS STORT, THX. 

With illustration and ornamental borders. 6d. 

GBEAT TBITTHS OF THS CKBISTIAIT BSIiI- 
QION. Edited by the Rev. W. U. Richards, ss. cloth ^ or in 
Ave parts, wrappers, ss. 6d. 

QBXj SIiHTT.— Practical Sermons. By the Rev. W. Gresley. 7a« fid- 

GBESIjBT.— Sermons preached at Biiffhton. By the Rer. W. 
Gresley, M.A. 78. 6d. 

GBXiSXiST. — Sophron and Neolc^as, or Common Sense Philo- 
sophy. 4S. 

GBBSIiSY*. — ^Treatise on the Engrlista Church: containing' Remarks 
on its History, Theory, &c. By the Rev. W. Gresley, MJL, Is. 

GBXjSIjEIT.— The Ordinance of Confession. 6d. 

GB£jSXiSj7. — An Essay on Confession, Penance, and Absolution. 
By Mr. Rog^er Laurence, a layman of Queen Anne's time. 
With a Preface by the Rev. W. Gresley. is. 

GBXiSIilEir.— Idealism Considered, chiefly with rtference to a 
volume of '* Essays and Reviews" lately published, is. 

GBBSIiXnr.— The Present State of the Controventy with RtMoe. 
Three Sermons preached in S. Paul's, Brighton, is. 

GBXjSIj£j'X'.*-The Forest of Arden, a Tale of the English Refor- 
mation. 48. Cheap edition, 8s. 

GBESIiinr.— The Siege of Lichfield, a Tale of the Great Rebellion. 
4s. Cheap edition, 18. 8d. 

GBBSIiinr.— Coniston Hall) or, the Jacobites. A Tale of the 
Revolution of l688. 48. 6d. 

GBESIiinr.—Clement Walton ; or, the English Citizen. Ss. 6d. 
Cheap Edition, is. 8d. 

GBljSIiXrS'.--Charles Lever} the Man of the Nineteenth Century. 
Ss. Od. Cheap edition, is. 8d. 

GBXiSIiS!7.^ChurchClavering{ or, the Schoolmaster. 4s. Cheap 
Edition, 2s. 

GBESIjE7.--Frank's First Trip to the Continent. 4s. 6d. Cheap 
edition, Ss. 

GBlSSIiET.— Bernard Leslie, a Tale of the Times. (1838.) 4s. 6d. 

GBESIiSiir.— Bernard Leslie. Second Part, 4s. 

GBliSIiE'Sr.— Holiday Tales. Ss., wrapper is. 6d. 

GBESIiET.— Portrait of an English Churchman. 8th edit., Ss. Hd, 

HAIiIiAM. — Monumental Memorials t being Designs for Head. 
stones and Mural Monuments. By J. W. Hallam, Architect, 
Imp. 8vo. Parts I. and II., 28. 6d. each. 

HA w iLJilB.— Echoes from Old Cornwall, by the Rev. R. S. Haw- 
ker, M.A. 28. 6d. 

■^^JsIStIISS oobtpibmation and fibst com- 

Im; UiriON. By Two Prieste of the Church of England. (Jd. 

^^^^ » '^ ^^S: , ^ ™«' ^y »^« •««»«' «' " T^^ Heir 
of BeddyfliB.'* Fourth Edition, As. 
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HBN'SIiO'W.^John Boiton t or, a Word in SeMon. By Mrs. J. 8. 
Henslow. 4d. 

HXTSTGATl!.— WtlUam Blake t or, the English Farmer. By the 
Re\. W. E. Heygate. Ss. 6d. 

HSyQATE.— The Manual : a Book of Devotioii, chiefly intended 
for the Poor. By the Rev. W. E. Heygate. New and cheap 
Edition, with beautifal Engraving. Cloth, limp, is.} boards, 
Is. 3d.; leather, is. 4d.; cheap edition, 6d. A considerable re- 
duction to the Clergy in quantities. 

HSyO-ATli.— The Manual. Adapted for general nse, ismo., 
roan, is. 6d. 

WEjYGA.TlL—Tht Evening of Life ; or Meditations and Devotions 
for the Aged. Post 8vo., large type. 58. 6d. 

JEQSY'GATSi. — Ember Hoars. For the use of his younger brethren 
. the Deacons and Priests of the Church of England. Fcp. 8vo., 8s. 

HBTGATIj.— Catholic Antidotes. Post 8vo. 68. 6d. 

SSTGATB.— Godfrey Davenant at School. 8s. 

HSTGATS.— Godfjrey Davenant at College, ss. 

JUfl Y GAT£.~Ellen Meyricki or, False Excuses. 4d. 

HSTGATXj.— Memoir of the Rev. John Aubone Cook,M.A., Vicar 
of South Benfleet and Rural Dean, l2mo. cloth, is. 

HICKS. — Catechetical Lectures on the Incarnation. By the Rev. 
James Hicks. 4s. 0d. 

HICKS.— General View of the Doctrine of Baptismal Regeneration. 
By the Rev. W. H. Hicks. Qd. 

HIGHSB CIjAIMS ; or, Catherine Lewis the Sunday School 
Teacher. Edited by the Rev. R. Seymour, M.A. is. t cloth, l s. Od. 

HHiABT S. MAGNA; or, the Nearest Duty first. A Tale. 
Fcap. 8vo., 4s. 

HHjIi. — Short Sermons on some leading Principles of Christian 
Life. By the Rev. H. HUl. Os. 

HILiIj.— Stories on the Commandments. The First Table : ** My duty 
towards God." By the Rev. G. Hill. is. doth, or in a packet. 

HINTS ON EABIiT BDUCATION, addressed to Mothers. 
By a Mother. Qd. 

HOIiDSN.— The Anglican Catechist. A Manual of Instruction 
Preparatory to Confirmation. By the Rev. George Holden. 8s. 

HOIiT CHUjD JESUS. Thoughts and Prayers on the Holy 
Infancy and Childhood of our Blessed Lord and Saviour, Jksus 
Ch RisT. With 8 Engravings, is. Od. cloth } Is. wrapper ; mor. 48. 

HOPKINS.— Pietas Metrica, by the Rev. T. M. Hopkins. 8s. 6d. 

HOIiT CHUiDHOOD OF OITB BIiESSED IiOBD. 
Meditations for a Month. By the Author of "Tales of Kirk- 
heck." 6d. 

HOIiT EXTCHABIST, THE. A Manual containing Dhrec 
tions and suitable Devotions for those who remain in Church but 
do not Communicate. By a Parish Priest. 6d. 

HOOFliB.— Prayers for Family Worship { with a Dissertation on 
the Passover and the Divine Constitution of the Church. By the 
Rev. J. Hooper. 6s. The Prayers only, is. 6d. in wrapper. 
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90FW00D.— Christ in His Church. Plain and PraeticaLSer- 
moDS. By the Rev. Henry Hop wood, M.A. 5s. 8d. 

HOPWOOD.— School Geography. By the Rev. H. Hopwood. 
New edition. 2b. ; cheap edition, is. 

HOF'WOOD.— The Child's Geography, being an abridgment of the 
above, is. 

HOBOIiOG-'Sr, or Dial of Prayer, for the pocket. Is. 

HOUGKHTON.— ELationalism in the Church of England. An 
Essay, in Six Parts, (reprinted from the EceletiastiCy) revised and 
enlarged, with an appendix on " Essays and Reviews." By the 
Rev. W. Honghton, 3s. 6d. 

HXTG-KSS.— Tracts for Parish Distribution. Six in a packet, Sd. 

HUliBIiS.— A Letter to the Bishop of S. Andrew's on the oocasioa 
of tlis Lordship's recent Charge. With an Appendix. By the 
Rev. H. Humble, M.A. 28. 6d. 

HUTCHINSON.— Parish Recollections : a few Plain Sermous on 
certain Church Observances, and on some of the Incidents of 
Thirty-eight Years* Ministry in the same parish. By the Rev. 
John Hutchinson. 6s. 

HTMNAIi NOTED, The WORDS of the, in a separate form. 
Cheap edition. Parts l & 2 complete, 8d. With Scripture Refer- 
ences, 18. 6d. cloth. 

COMMENT ABT on the Words of the Hymnal Noted. Part L 
By the Rev. J. M. Neale. Od. 

HITMNS AND INTBOITS, with some Anthems, adapted to 

the Seasons of the Christian Year, as in use at S. Matthias*. 

Stoke Newington; S. Matthew's, City Road, and other Churches. 

Strongly bound in cloth, 9d. ; limp cloth, 6d. ; roan, is. .3d. 

When 100 and. upwards are required for a Congregation, apecial 

Title pages will be supplied free. 

HYDE.— The Catechism of the Church of England, with analysis, 
notes, explanations, and illustrations from the Holy Scriptures, 
for the use of Children. By T. J. Hyde. 4d. 

H7MNS DESOBIPTIVE AND DEVOTIONAI.»forthe 
use of Schools. By the author of ** Hymns for Little Children.** ad. 

HITMNS on Scripture Characters for the Young, is. 

HYMNS FOB IiITTIiE CHIIiDBEN. By the anthor of 

*' Verses for Holy Seasons,'* &c. 6d. printed wrapper. Is. doth, 

morocco 3s. 6d. School Edition 38. per doz. 

Afcp. 4to. Edition, with MUSIC^by Dr. Gauntlett. 3s. 6d., cloth 5s. 

The Morning and Evening Hyinns are set to Music for $cUool8,,&c. 

By Dr. Gauntlett. 6d. each. 

HYMNS FOB IiITTIiE CHTLDBEN. Witti Forty-ooe 
fiill page Illustrations, engraved by Messrs. Dalziel. Fcap* 4to.. 
printed on toned paper, extra cloth gilt edges. 8si 6d. 

HYMNS OF THE HOIiY FEAST. Square 84mo., on 
tinted paper, and rubricated, 8d. 

HYMNS FOB INFANT CHII,DBEN. 32mo. id., or 25 
for is. 9d. With MUSIC, edited by the Rev. J, B. Dykes. M.A. is. 

INCABNATION.— A Series of Tracts on the connection of 
Church Principles with the Incarnation. -*- 

No. 1. The Incarnation. 3d. 
No. 2. The Incarnation j Christ and His Sacraments. Sd. 
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IN C ABKATION. Catechism on the. Founded on Bishop Bull's 
** State of Man before the Fall/' &c. is. 

TNJSTE&.—Vive Sennons preached in Advent and on the Festival of 
the Holy Innocents, 1851, in the Parish Church of Downe, Kent. 
By the Rev. John Innes, M.A. Is. 6d. 

ION IjESTBB. a tale, by C. H. H. Fcp. Bvo., 4s. 6d. 

IHONS.— The Judgments on Baptismal Regeneration j with Appen- 
dices, and a Discourse on Heresy. By the Rev. W. J. Irons, D.D. 
38. Od. 

IRONS.— On the Whole Doctrine of Final Causes: a Dissertation, 
with a Chapter on Modern Deism. 7s. 6d. 

IBONS.— On the Holy CathoUc Church, as a Witness against False 
Philosophising. 4s. 6d. 

IRONS.— Ecclesiastical Jurisdiction : being Four Lectures on the 
Synod— The Diocese— The Parish— The Priest, ys. 6d. 

IRONS.— The Preaching of Christ. A Series of Sixty Sennons for 
the People. In a packet, Ss. Fine paper edition, 8s. 6d., cloth. 

IRONS.— The Miracles of Christ : being a Second Series of Ser- 
mons for the People. Second Edition. 8vo., cloth, 88. 6d 

rVO AND VERENA, or the Snowdrop ; a Tale of the Early 
Christians. By the author of Cousin Rachel. Ss.i Btiffcover, ls.6d. 

Q%e Subentle £nglttf]^nian'£( Etbrar^. 

The early Volumes were Edited by the Rev. F. E. Paget} the later by 

the Rev. J. F. Riusell. 

Luke Sharp, or Knowledge with- 
out Religion, by the Rev. F. £. 
Paget. 28. 

The Triumphs of the Cross. Pt.IL 
Tales of Christian Endurance. 
By the Rev. J. M. Neale. Ss. 

School Oeoi^raphy, with a Chap, 
ter on the Ecclesiaetical Geo- 
graphyof Great Britain, by the 
Rev. H. Hopwood. 8s. 

Colton Green; a Tale of the Black 
Country. By the Rev. W. 
Gresley. 8s. 

Poyniugs : a Tale of the Revolu- 
tion, 1688. 88. 

The Manger of the Holy Night, 
from the German. ByC. £. H., 
Morwenstow. 2s. 

Stories from Heathen Mythology, 
by the Rev. J. M. Neale. 8b. 

Stories Arom the Chroniclers. 
(Froissart.) By the Rev. H. P. 
Dunster. as. 

Lays of Faith and Loyalty; or 
Narratives in Verse, selected 
from History. By Archdeaooa 
Chnrton. as. 



Tales of the Village Children, by 

the Rev. F. £. Paget. First 

Series, 2s. 
The Hope of the Katzekopfs: a 

Fairy Tale by the Rev. F. E. 

Pa^et. 2s. 
Henri de Clermont, or the Royal- 
ists of La Vendue, by the Rev. 

W. Gresley. 2s. 
Popular Tales from the German. 

18. 6d. 
Tales of the Village Children, by 

the Rev. F. E. Paget. Second 

Series, as. 
The Triumphs of the Cross. Tales 

of Christian Heroism, by the 

Rev. J. M. Neale. as. 
Early Friendship, or the Two 

Catechumens, is. 0d. 
The Swedish Brothers, is. 6d. 
The Charcoal Burners, is. 6d. 
Godfrey Davenaut; a Tale of 

School Life. By the Rev. W. 

Heygate. as. 
Godfrey Davenant at College, 

by the Rev. W. Heygate. 

as. 



Cheap Editions, in enamel wrapper, is. each. 



18 WOML8 PUBLISHBD BT J. MAtTmAS, 

S^ubmfle SngU6l)inaii*i$ fettftorual librat^. 

EiUed by the Ren. J. F. RuaeeU, B.C.L. 

Snslish HiBtory for Children. By the Rev. J. M. Neale. Ss. 
History of Greece. Edited by the Rev. J. M. Neale. Ss. 
History of Bone. By the ReT. Samael Fox, M.A., F.S. A. Ss. 
History of Spain. By the ReT. Bennett O. Johns. Ss. 
History of Pc»rtae:al. By the Rev. J. M. Neale. Ss. 
History of Ireland. Edited by the late Rev. T. K. Arnold, B.D. Ss. 
History of Scotland. By the Rev. W. B. Flower, B.A. Ss. 
Bittory of France. By the Rev. Canon Haskoll. Ss. 
Cheap Editions, in limp (doth, is. each. 

XJSlSnSkUSl&. — Syochronistical or Cotemporary Annals of the Kingrs 
and Prophets of Israel and Judah. By W. J. Jenkins, M.A. 5s. 

JO'ECNB, B. G.— The Collects and Catechising throagbont the 
year. By the Rev. B. 6. Johns. Ss. 

JOHirS, B. G-.— Easy Dictation Lessons, original and selecCad. 6d., 
cloth 8d. 

JOHNS, C. A.— Examination Qnestloos on the Pentateuch. For 
the Use of Schools. By the Rev. C. A. Johns, B.A., F.L.S. Is. 

JOHITSOir.— Prayers and Meditations composed by Dr. Johnson. 
With a Prefikce by the Rev. W. Greeley, M.A. l8mo. doth. Ss. Od. 

KAIiSND AB OF THIS IMXTATION : Sentences for every 
day in the year, from the Imitatio Christi. SSmo., cloth, is. 

KSMPIS.— The Soliloqoy of the Soul, and the Garden of Roses. 
Translated from Thomas & Kempis. By the Rev. W. B. Flower, 
B.A. ss.6d.( morocco antique, 78. 8d. 

KEirS, Bp., Prayers for Morning and Evening. Ss. 6d. per 109. 

JOSiN'S^ Bp., Practice of Divine Love. Ss.t cheap edition, 9d. 

"BJSmN, Bp.-^Preparatives for Death, by Bishop Ken. ss. 

IiAST SliSSP OF THIS CHBISTIAK CHTLB. A 
poem, companion to the " Daily Life." 6d. j or on a sheet, id. 

IiAUBXjNGIj.— The Churchman's Assistant at Holy Communion} 
being so much of the Order of Administration as is engaged with 
the actusJ celebration of that Sacrament. With AdfUtions and 
Directions for the use of Communicants. By the Rev. Robert F. 
Laurence, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, Ss. 

IjATING on of HANDS : A Manual for Confirraatioa i witk 
Helps preparatory to recaving that Holy Ordinance. 4d.,clothCd. 

XiXIZj. — Death, Judgment, Hell, Heaven. Four Advent Sermons. 
By the Rev. F. G. Lee, F.S.A. Snd edition, 2s. 

IiSIXS.— The Message of Reconciliation. Four Advent Semoos. 
Snd edition, demy 8vo. Ss. 

liXSXI. — ^Miscellaneous Sermons, by Clergymen of the Church of Sof ■ 
land. Edited by the Rev. Frederick G. Lee, F.S.A. Ss. 

This volume, which was published on behalf of the proposed Sdiool 
Buildings at S. John's, Aberdeen, contains sermons by the Bevercadi 
W. R. Wroth, J. C. Chambers, R: M. Benson, T. W. Perry, A. A. P. 

enables, J. H. Blunt, Charles Gutcti, &c., &c. 
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IiES.-— The Words from the Crots. Seven Sermons fbr Lent and 
Pusfon-tlde. By tbe Rev. F. O. Lee. Ss. fld. 

laBS.— Poems. By the Rev. Frederick Qeorge Lee. Second edition, 
enlarged. Fcap. 8vo., doth, Ss. 6d. 

IiXaOENDA DOMSSTICA: Lessons for the Sundays, Holy, 
days, and Week-days, throaghout the Year. Selected for the 
Offices of Family Devotion, and arranged according to the Ka- 
lendar of the Ch nrch of England. 1 s. 

I1E88ON8 FOB EVEBT DAT IN THE WEEK, with 
Hymns and Music. By the Author of "Conversations with 
Cousin Rachel.** 3d. Companion to the Lessons, for the 
use of tbe Teacher, is. 3d. 

IiESSONS IN GBA.MMAB FOB A CHUJ). Large 
type, price 4d. ^ • 

IiESSONS ON THE CBEED. What we aretobeUeve. is. Od. 
IjEVETT.— Gentle Influence; or. The Cousin's Visit. By F. M. 
Levett. Third Edition. Is. 

IiITANY OF OUB IiOBD. 8s. Od. per lOO. 

IiITANT OF THE NAME OF JESUS. S8mo.,rnh.id. 

IiITANT, The. Handsomely printed in red and black. For tbe 
FaldstooL Royal 4to., morocco, 21s. and 25s. 

lalTTIiE AIjICE and her Sister. Edited by the Rev. W. Gresley. 
Price 2s. 

IiITTXiE ANNIE ; or, Michaelmas Day. By the Author of 
** The Grandf8ther*8 Christmas Tale.*' 6d. 

lalTTIiE G-ABDENEB8» The. An allegory for Children. 
Fcp. 6vo., is. Wrapper 8d. 

ZiITITBaT FOB VUiIiAGE SCHOOLS. Cloth Od. 

IiIVES OF BNOIiISHMBN IN PAST DAYS. Four 
Series in 1 Vol. cloth gilt. as. Od. 

First Series, eontaining Herbert, Donne, Ken, Sanderson. Od. 
Second Series, Kettlewell, Hammond, Wilson, Mompesson, Bold, 

Jolly. Od. 
Third Series, Walton, Wotton, Fanshawe, Earl of Derby, Colling • 

wood. Raffles, Szmouth. lOd. 
Fourth Series, Alfred the Great, Sir T. More, John Evelyn, is. 

IiOBAINE.— Lays of Israel, by Amelia M. Loraine. Ss. Od. cloth, 
48. morocco. 

XiOBD OF THE FOREST and his Vassals, by the author 
of *' Hymns for Little Children.*' 3s., paper 3s. 

XiO'W. — ^The Translation of the Holy Scriptures, a Lecture delivered 

to the workmen of the London i«ad Company, in the Company's 

School-room, Middleton in Teesdale, by John Low Low, M.A. 

Fcap. 8vo., 8d. 
XiOWDEB. — The Penitent's Path ; compiled from Holy Scripture 

and the Book of Common Prayer, by the Rev. C. P. Lowder. 6d. 
LUCY AND CHBISTIAN WAINWBIGHT, AND 

OTHEB TAIiES. By the author of *' j he Wynnes,'* &c. 

Fc p. 8vo., 38. Od. 
IiYBA SANCTOBUli s Lays for the Minor Festivals, edited 

by tbe Rev. W.J. Deane. 3s. Od. 
KACAXrXiAT.-— A Day in Nismes, by B. E. Macaulay. Ss. Od. 
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MAGh!N'A7.— Sermons, Practieal and SapgestlTe. By the Her. 
Claude Magrnay. 6«. 

MAG-NA'Sr.— Poems, by the Rev. Claade Magrnay. NewEditloD, 

with Additions. 3b. 6d. 

MAIDEN AUNT'S TAIiES. By the Aathor of « The Dm 
of Sunshine,** **Niua," &c. 3s. 6d. 

MAKING TTP OP THE JE'WEIjS, The.— An Answer to 
a Little 6irl*s Qaestion— " If I were a Sister of Mercy, sboold I 
have no Jewels?*' An Allegory. Price 6d. 

MAXjAN.—The Gospel according to 8. John, translated from the 
Eleven Oldest Versions, except the Latin, and Compared with the 
Engrlish Bible} with Notes on every one of the Alterations pro- 
posed by the Five Clericrymen in their Revised Version of thia 
Gospel. By the Rev. S. C. Malan, M.A. Demy 4to., jSI. 

MAIj AN.— Philosophy or Trath ? Remarks on the First Five Lee* 
tares of the Dean of Westminster on the Jewish Church, wi^ 
other Plain Words on Questions of the Day, regarding Faith, the 
Bible, and the Church. 8vo. 

MALAN.— Meditations on our Lord's Passion. Translated from 
the Armenian of Matthew, Vartabed. 2s. 6d. 

MAXiAN.— The Pocket Book of Daily Prayers. Translated ttom 
Eastern Originals. Suited for the Waistcoat Pocket. Paper, 6d. j 
cloth, Qd. ; morocco, is. 8d. 

MAIiAN. — Prayers and Thanksgivings for the Holy Communion, 
chiefly for the use of the Clergy. Translated from Coptic, Ar. 
menian, and other Eastern Rituals, is. 6d.; calf, 3s. 

MAIj AN. — Preparation for Holy Commnnion of the Body and. 
Blood of CnaisT, with Prayers and Thanksgivings for the samei 
chiefly for the use of the Laity. Gathered and translated from 
Armenian and other Eastern Originals, is. fid. doth, 3s. calf. 

MAIf AN.— Bethany, a Pilgrimage; and Magdala, a Day by the Sea 
of Galilee. By the Rev. S. C. Malan, M.A. Price is. 6d. 

MAIjAN.— The Coasts of Tyre and Sidon. A Narrative, la. 

MAIj AN.— Letters to a Young Missionary, is. 6d. 

MALAN. — Plain Exposition of the Apostles' Creed, in Question and 
Answer. By the Rev. S. C. Malan. is. 6d. 

MAIjAN.— Meditations for every Wednesday and Friday in Lent, 

on R Prayer of S. Ephraem. Translated from the Russian. Ss.ffd. 
MAN GIN.— An Outline of the History of the Church, in Question 

and Answer, by the Rev. S. W. Mangin, B.A. 4d. 
MANUAL FOB COMMUNICANTS: being an AssisUnt 

to a Devout and Worthy Reception of the Loan's Sapper. 

Morocco, Is. 6d. ; roan, is. i paper cover, 6d. In large type, (ML, i 

also a cheap edition for placing in Prayer Books 8d. 
MANUAL FOB MOUBNFBS, with Devotions, Directions, 

and Forms of Self- Examination. Fcp. 8vo.,4s.6d.; limpci..38.6d. 
MANCTAL of MOBNING and EVENING PBAYEB 

for a Christian Servant. 8d. 

MABT MANSFIEIjI) ; or, the Life and Trials of a Country 
Girl. 6d. 

M'ASON.— Canon Chant Manual; being the solemn and enphonions 
'^^?.x'S!3f"^"*^'" *"<>*<*««» times. By WiUiam Mason. 6d. 
^ON.— The Old Library and its Tales. By £. Mason. Sa.M. 
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ICASTXJBS'S XiIST OF CHXTBCH£S in which the Daily 
Prayers are said. Sd. Pablished at intervals. 

MAIJNSBIiIi.— Church Bells and Ringingr. By the late W. T. 

Maansell, M.A., Christ Church, Oxford, is. 
ICEDXiBVAIj AIiFHABETS, Book of. Oblong 4to., 28. 

THE MESTING- IN THS ^(^TIIiDSlBNESS, an Tmagina. 
tion, by the author of ** The Divine Master." 2s. bds. ; is. wrapper. 

MEMOIBS OF AJSr ABM-CHAIB, THE. Written by 
himself. Edited by the author of *' Margaret Stourton/' '*Th« 
Missing Sovereign,'* &c. lOmo., 2s. 

MEMOBIAIj of M. E. D. and G. E. B. Brief notes of a 
Christiau life and very holy death. By T. B. P. 6(1. 

A METHOD OF ASSISTING THE SICK. Translated 
firom the Latin. (A. P. F.) 32nao. rubricated, 2d. 

"MTT.T. . — Sermons on the Nature of Christianity. By the late Rer. 
W. H. Mill, D.D., Regius Professor of Hebrew at Cambridge. 
Price 38. 6d. 

MUjIi.— Sermons preached before the University of Cambridge, on 
the 5th of November and the following Sundays. 6s. fid. 

DB. MHjIj'S POBTBAIT. Prooft before letters, 128. Proofs, 
7s. 6d. Prints, 68. 

MHiIiEB.— Worshipping God in the Beauty of Holiness. By the 
Rev. E. Miller, M.A. 4d. 

MHiIjIE'S JOUBNAIj ; or, the Emigrant's Letters. Edited by 
the author of " Amy's Trials." Dedicated by permission to the 
Rev. H. CaswalU D.D. 6d. 

MTTiM A N.— Meditations on Confirmation. By the Rev. R. Mil- 
man, M.A. 3d. 

MTLMAN.— The Voices of Harvest. 8d. ; cloth, is. 

MUiMAN.— The Way through the Desert; or. The Caravan, is., 
or is. Od. cloth. 

MIXiMAN. — The Love of the Atonement; a Devotional Ezpo8i< 
tion of the 53rd chapter of Isaiah. 2nd edit. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 5a. 
calf antique, lOs. 6d. 

MUjMAN.— The Mystery of Marking: a Parable for School Girls. 
6d., cloth lOd. 

MINISTBATION OF PUBLIC BAPTISM OF IN- 
FANTS, to be used in Church, in combination with the Mi- 
nistration of Reception to be used in the Church after the Private 
Baptism of Infants. Printed uniformly with the Reprint of the 
Sealed Copy of the Prayer Book. 6d. 

MINISTBT OF CONSOLATION, The: a Guide to Con- 
fession for the use of Members of the Church in England. 1 8mo. 
Price 38. 

MINNIE'S BIBTHDAT, and other Tales for Children. By 
Marietta. Edited, and with Four Illustrations, by Cuthbert 
Bede. 28., cloth. 

MITCHELL.— Hatherleigh Cross. A Tale. By Mrs. F. J. MitcheU. 
iSmc, cloth, 18. 

MOBEBLY.— Stories from Herodotus, by the Rev. C. E. M oberly, 
M.A. 28. 
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MONBO.— The Church and the Million. 
MONBO.— Tales for the Million:— 

Dick, the Haymaker. 4d. Walter, the Ckmvlct, 4d. 

Edward Morris. A Tale of Cottage Life. 2d. 
Story of a Cotton Gown. Maucdiester life. 4d. 
Story of an Old Coat. 
MONBO.— Practical Sermons on Old Testament Cha»Ctei«. Vols. 

I. II. and III., cloth. 68. 6d. each. 
MONBO.— Sacred Allegories. By the Rev. E. Monro. 
The Dark River. 2s. Cheap edition. Is. 
The Vast Army. 2s. Cheap edition, is. 
The Combatants. 28. Cheap edition, is. 
The ReveUers.— Midnigrht Sea.— The Wanderer. 9*. 
The Journey Home. as. Cheap edition, is. 
The Dark Mountains, a Sequel to the Journey Home. 88. 
Cheap edition. Is. 
The above in one vol. bound, price 78. fid. cloth; 128. morocco. 
Or in 2 vols, cloth, each, 4s. 

MONBO.— Leila- A Tale in Verse, is. „ « ^ 

MOTJBO.-Eustace; or, the Lost Inheritance. Fcp. 8vo., 28. 
MOITBO.— Claudian, a Tale of the Second Century. Part I., Ss., d. 
MONBOi-Harry and Archie j or. First and Last CommttBioB. 

Part I. fid. Part II. fid.j together, is. cloth. 
MONBO.— Nanny : a Sequel to " Harry and Archle.»* fid. j clotii. Is. 

MONBO.— Parochial Papers, in limp cloth. 
Readings and Reflections for Holy Week. lOd. ^^, ^ -, 

Plan of Preparation for Confirmation, for the use of the Clergy. Od. 
Manuals and Prayers for Confirmation and First Communion. 4<1. 
School Prayers for each day in the Week. fid. 
School Prayers for the Ecclesiastical Year. is. 
The Schoolmaster's Day, with Hinte for Lectures. 8d. 
The above bound in one vol. cloth, price 48. 
Readings and Lessons for the Sick Room. 8d. 
MONBO.— True Stories of Cottagers. Cloth, 28. fid. ; in packet, as. 
MONBO —Basil, the Schoolboy j or, the Heir of Arundel. A Story 

of School Ufe. 2nd edit. Fcap. 8vo.. cloth, 38. fid. 
MONBO —Walter, the Schoolmaster; or. Studies of Character to 

a Boys'' School. 2nd edit. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 28. fid. 
ttONBO.— Leonard and Dennis. A Tale of the Russian War. la 

one vol., 7b. fid. 
MONBO.— Midsummer Eve. fid., cloth is. . *. , 

SnWBO— Pascal the PUgrim. A Tale for young Communicants. Is. 
SoNEO.'-Parochial Lectures on English Poetry and otber sub- 

iects. l2mo. cloth, 8s. fid. 

MONSEIjIj.— Prayere and Utanles, taken from Holy Scriptiae; 

toeethir with a Calendar and table of Lessons. Arranged by the 

Rev. J. S. B. Monsell, LL.D. ifimo., cloth, 28. fid. . ^ ^. 
MOOBE.— Easy Readings from the History of RngUnd. For tte 

use of Little Children. By Mary E. C. Moore. Edited by the 

Rev. M. W. Mayow, M A.. Ifimo.. 2s. fid. 
MOBAIj bongs. By the author of •* Hymns for Little Cbfl- 

dren." 8d.. cloth Is. i morocco 38. fid. School Edition, Ss. per dof. 
tOBNING AND EVENING EXEBCISES for Bcgis- 

ners. By a Clergyman, ad., or 14s. per 100. 
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MORNING AND BVHSNINQ FBATXSB. On a card. 
By £. S. 4d. 

MOBNINQ AND BVENINQ FBATEB, with Directfons. 
By F. H. M. Sd. 

MOBNINQ AND ISVZSNINO FBAYIGBS for a Houm. 
hold. 6d. 

MOBSMAN.— A Glossary of the Principal Words used in a Figxira- 
tive, Typical, or Mystical sense in the Holy Scrtptares } with their 
Sigrnification, gathered from the Sacred Writers themselves, or 
from the Works of the Ancient Fathers. By the Rev. T. W. Moss- 
man, B. A. Fcap. 8vo., cloth. Is. 8d. 

MOBSMAN.— Sermons, by the Rev. T. W. Mossman, B.A. 12me. 
cloth ss. 

MOTHEB'S BASTBB OPFEBINCK The. By the author 
of ** The Grandfather's Christmas Story,** &c. 6d. 

MOUNTAIN. — Sermons for the Seasons, and on other occasions. 
By the Rev. J. H. B. Mountain, D.D. Demy 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

MOITIjTBIE.— The Primer set forth at large fur the use of the 
Faithful in Family and Private Prayer, in the Reign of Qaeen 
Elizabeth. Edited from the Post. Reformation Edition by the Rev. 
O. Moultrie. Part I., 6d., cloth 9d. Part II., is. 4d.) complete 
in one vol., 2s., cloth. 

MIXBBAir.— A Catena of Authorities with regard to the Altar and 
Encharistic Sacrifice. By the Rev. F. H. Murray, M.A. is. 6d. 

M7 DTJT7 AT THE TIME OF CONFINEMENT. 
On a thin card , 2s. 6d . per 100. 

MY BIB THDAY E VE.— A Waking Dream. 28. 

NABBATTVE HYMNS for Village Schools. By fhe author 
of ** Hymns for Little Children.** Set to music for one or two 
voices, by A. F. 2s. 6d. Words sepan^»ly, 8d. 

NEAIjE.— History of the Holy Eastern Church.-~General Intro, 
daction. By the Rev. J. M. Neale, D.D. Two vols., 4^2. 

NEAXiE.— Appendix to the Introduction to the History of the Holy 
Eastern Church ; containing a List of the Sees. is. 

NEAIjE.— The History of the Patriarchate of Alexandria. Two 
vols., 248. 

lOSAIiE.— Readings for the Aged. 4s. 6d. New edition, with 
additions. 

NEAIjE.— Readings for the Aged. Second series, being on the 
Lesser Holydays in the English Kalendar. With an Engraving 
of the Interior of the Chapel of SackviUe College, East Orinsted. 
Price fis. 

NEAliE.— Readings for the Aged. Third Series. 4s. 6d. 

NEAliE.— Readings for the Aged. Fourth Series. 6s. 6d. 

NEAIiE.— Ecclesiological Notes on the Isle of Man : a Summer 
Pilgrimage, ss. 6d. 

NEALE.— Voices from the East. Documents on the Present State 
and Working of the Oriental Church. Translated from the Ori- 
ginal Russ, Slavonic, and French, with Notes. 58. 

NEAIiE.— A Commentary on the Psalms, from the Primitive and 
Mediaeval Writers ; and from the various OflSce- Books and Hymns 
of the Roman, Mozarabic, Ambroslan, Gallican, (^eek, Coptic, 
Armenian, and Syriac Rites. Post 8vo. cloth, lOs. 6d. Vol. I. 

NEAIiE.— Hierologns: or the Church Tourists. In Two parts, 
8a. 4d. 
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ITBAXiXS. — Mediaeval Hjrmns, Sequeoees, and other Poems, tnat- 
lated by the Rev. J. M . Neale. Second Edition. Ss. 

TTin A T.TH — HymnR for the Sick: for the hours, days of the week, 
&e. 0d., cloth 18. 

•fBTR A T.TR — Hymna for Children. First, Second, and Third Sefies. 
3d. eanh. Complete in cloth, is. 

ISfSAIiXi. — Songs and Ballads for Manafactorers. ad. 

NUAXiXi.— Stories of the Cnuades. Ss. 

N£AIjS.— Dncbenier, or the Revolt of La Vend^. ss. 6d. 

NXjAXiS. — ^The Unseen World; Commanications with it, real or 
imagrinary. New edition, with considerable additions. Ss. Hd. 
Cheap Edition, is. 6d. 

NS AIjEj. — ^Theodora Phranza ; or the Fall of Constantinople^ Fcap . 
8vo.. 5s. 

NIiAIjSj.— The Followers of the Loroj Stories from Chorch History. 
Price 38. 

NXSAJjS.— Lent Legends. Stories for Children firom Chorefa His> 
tory. Ss. 8d. 

NHESAIjIS.— Evenings at Sackville College. 18mo., cloth 28. 

NEj AIjXi.— The Egyptian Wanderers. A Tale of the Tenth Perseca- 
tion. l8mo. 38. fid. 

"SfEAJjEl, — Sunday Afternoons at an Orphanage. 3s. 

ISfSAIiXi.— A Commentary on the Hymnal Noted, from Ancient 
Sources. Price 6d. 

ISfSAXiS.— Church Pi4>er8: Tales Illustrative of the Apostles* 
Creed. Ss. 0d. 

NEAXiS.— The Bible and the Bible only the Religion of Protestants. 
A Lecture. 4d. 

NBXiSOIT on the Conununion; containing Devotions for the Altar. 
38. 6d. 

NEVEB TOO IjATE TO MEIflD : or. The Two For- 
tune Tellers. By the author of ** Willie Grant." 6d. 

NIjVUS'S.— *The Scriptural Doctrine of the Holy Commonion. sd. 

Hfjei W XjAND.—Confinnation and First Communion. A Series ot 
Essays, Lectures, Sermons, Conversations, and Heads of Catechi- 
sing, relative to the preparation of Catechumens. By the late 
Rev. H. Newland, M.A. Third edition. Post 8vo., 7r. 6d. cloth. 
Tracts printed from the above for distribution to Catechumenti. m 

a packet, is. 4d. 

£1 Jli W liAiND.—Iocrease of Romanism in England, by the late 
Rev. H. Newland, M.A. 3d. 

NSWIiAND.^Three Lectures on Tractarianism, delivered in the 
Town Hall, Brighton, with Preface. New Edition. Price is.} 
doth, is. 6d. 

a jaw JLiAin).— Postfls : Short Sermons on the Parablea, Ac., 
adapted from the Fathers. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, Ss. 

JM JU w 1j AND.— A Memoir of the late Rev. Heniy Newland, Vicar 
of S. Mary Church, Devon. By the Rev. R. N. Shutte, Rector of 
8. Mary Steps, Exeter, with Portrait. «s. ' 
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•B'OBTH^rODS PBIORY. A Tale in Two Vols. By the 
Author of •* Evcrley." los. Od. 

irOTIOli OF BAPTISM. Form for filling up with Sponsors, 
&c. On a thin card, 8s. fid. per 100. 

JSTXTQ-SS. — ^I'he Holy Women of the Gospel. Second Series of Lent 
Lectures deliyered at S. Paul's, Knig'htsbridge. By the Rev. G. 
Nugee, M.A. 2s. 0d. 

OIjD COUBT HOUSE, The. A Tale. is. 

OIjD 'WXEjIjIAM ; or, the Longrest Day, by the author of <* Th« 
Grandfather's Christmas Story.'* 6d. 

OGIXjVir.— The Nun of EnzklOsterle. A Tale. In Six Songrs. 
By Mrs. T. Ogilvy, (n^e Bosanquct.) Author of " Hymns for 
Children of the Church of England," *< Christian Lyrics," and 
•* The History of our Blessed Lori> in Verse." 8vo., 3s. tfd. 

ONE STOBY BY T'WO ATTTHOBS ; or. a Tale without a 
Moral. By J. I., Author of **A Rhyming Chronicle;" and 
F. M. L., Author of *' Gentle Influence,'* &c. Fcap. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

OBBEB FOB FBIME. Prayers for Early Mom. Price 4d. 

OBDEB FOB COMPIiUSTE ; or Prayers before Bed-time. 4d. 

OBDEB FOB SEXTS AND NONES. Prayers for 18 and 
3 o'clock. Id. 

OBGANS (A short account of) built in England from the Reign of 
Charles the First to the present time. With designs by the late 
A. W. Pugin, Esq. Fcap. 8vo. Os. 

THE OBIGIN AND PBOGBESS OF THE NA- 
TIONAI, AND INDUSTBIAIi SCHOOLS, in con. 
section with the Church of the Holy Trinity, at Finchiey, showing 
their effect in preventing Juvenile delinquency. 6U. 

OBIjEBAB.— Christmas Eve and other Poems, by Mrs. Cuthbert 
Orlebar. is. 

CUB NEW LIFE IN CHBIST. In Two Parts. Edited by 
a Parish Priest, C. I^ C. is. fid. } purple calf, red edges, 3s. fid. 

OXTB SOLAB SYSTEM: expanded from Notes of a Lecture 
delivered by a Country Curate, fid. 

OWJtiN.— An Introduction to the Study of Dogmatic Theology. 
By the Rev. Robert Owen, B.D. Demy 8vo., price 12s. 

PAGET.— Sermons on the Duties of Daily Life. fis. fid. 

PAGET. — Sermons on the Saints* Days and Festivals. 5s. 

PAGET.— Sermons for Special Occasions. Containing twenty.one 
Sermons for Consecration of Churches, Churchyards, Restoration, 
Anniversary, Foundation Stone, New School, School Feast, Con- 
firmation, Ordination, Visitation, Church and Educational So- 
cieties, Choirs, Wakes, Festivals, Clubs, and Assizes. Post 8vo. fis. 

PAGET.— The Christian's Day. Royal 32mo., Elzevir type, 3s. fid. 
cloth, 68. morocco, fis. fid. antique calf. 

PAGET.— Sursum Corda : Aids to Private Devotion. Collected from 
the Writings of English Churchmen. Compiled by the Rev. F. E. 
Paget. A Companion to ** The Christian's Day.** 3s. fid. doth { 
limp calf or mor. 6s. fid. 

PA GET.— Prayers for Labouring Lads. 1 4d. 
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FAGET.^Fni]rerB for Yavxxg Women who have been tanglit In 
Cborch Schools, l^d. 

PAG-£T.— Prayers on behalf of theChorch and her Children inTfmca 
of Trouble. Compiled by the Rer. F. E. Paget, is. 

PAOST.— Ttact upon Tombstones ; or Sanr^stions for Penons i»- 
tendinc: to set np Monuments. With EniiraTlDgrs. la. 

FAOSiT.—Memoranda Parocbialia, or the Parish Priest's Pocket 
Book. 8s. ffd., double size fts. 

PAGST.— Milford Malvoisin { or. Pews and Pewholders. 9s. 

PAQ-BT.— S. Antholin's ; or. Old Churches and New. New edit., 1 s. 

PAQXIT.>-The Owlet of Owlstone Edge : his Travels, his Expe- 
rience, and his Lncubrations. Fcap. Svo., with a beautiful Steel 
Engraving. Third edition. Ss. Od. 

PAGET.— The Carate of Cumberworth and the Vicar of Boost. 
4s. 0d. Cheap edition, ss. ad. 

PAGET.— The Warden of Berkingholt. 6s. Cheap editkm, as. 8d. 

PAGET*— Tales of the Village, a new edition, in one voL, 5s. 6d. 

Contents: — The Church's Ordinances — Froitsof Obedience — Friendly 
Discussion — ^Youthfnl Trials — Forms and Formularies — ^The Way of the 
Worid^The Way of the Chnreh, &c. 

PAGET.— How to Spend Sunday Well and Happily. On a card. 
Id., or 78. per lOO. 

PAIiMEiR. — Dissertations on some subjects relating to the *' Or- 
thodox" Communion. By the Rev. W. Pahner, M.A. lOa. 6d. 

PABADISE KEPT: or, Sorrow turned into Joy. 48. 

PASISH TAIiES. Reprinted from the "Tales of a London 
Parish." In a paclcet price is. Od. 

PARISH AND THE PBIEST, The. CoUoquies on the 
Pastoral Care, and Parochial Institutions, of a Country Village. 
Reprinted from the " Churchman's Companion." Fcp. Svo. 4S. 

PATH OF IjIFE. By the author of the "Seven Corporal 
Works of Mercy." fld. 

PATHWAY OP FAITH, The» or a Manaal of TnstructionB 
and Prayers. For the use of those who desire to' serve Gon in the 
station of life in which He has ^aeed them. is. limp doth ; 
IB. Sd. cloth, red edges } is. 4d. roan { Ss. Od. calf. Cheap edit., fid. 

PATBICKf Bp.— The Parable of the Pilgrim. By Bishop Patrick. 
New Edition, is. 

PEABSON.— Stories on the Bight Beatitudes, by the Rev. G. F. 
Pearson, is. cloth, or in a packet. 

PEABSON.— Stories of Christian Joy and Sorrow, or Home Tsles, 
by the Rev. H. D. Pearson, containing Little Ruth Gray, Holy 
Stone, Hugh, Old Oliver Dale. Price is. ; separately, 4d. each. 

PEBBT.— Lawftil Church Ornaments. Being an Historical Ezsni- 
nation. &c. By the Rev. T. W. Perry. Royal 8vo., doth. Sis. 

PEBBT.— Some Analogies between the Human and the If ysticsl 
Body, applied to Difficulties and Duties in the Church. Fart I. 
Difficulties in the Church, is. Od. 



AL01&S6ATB ST., AND MBW BOND ST. 27 

FISHAT.—Some Histuiical Consldentioofl rdatinir to the DecUm- 
tion on Kneeling, appended to the Communion Ot&ce of the Eng- 
lish Book of Common Prayer: a Letter, addressed privately In 
1866, to the Right Rer. Charles H. Terrot, D.D., Bishop of Edin- 
hutifli and then Primus. To which is added, a Postscript of 
farther Authorities and Argaments; including an Examination 
of Statements in a Work and Supplement on the Eucharist, by 
the Very Rev. W. Goode, D.D., Oean of Ripon. By the Rer. 
Thomas Walter Perry. Pp. 47s, price iSs. 

FBXPFS.— Catechism on the Holy Scriptures, by the Rev. J. E. 
Phipps, 18mo. 2nd Edit. is. 

PITNIST.— Cottage Economy, by a Cottager. In Three Lectures, 
addressed to the Girls of the Westbourue National School, by 
Augusta Anne Pitney, late Pupil Teacher, with a Preface and 
Notes by the late Rev. Henry Newland. 4d. 

PIOUS CHUBCHMAN : a Manual of l>eTotion and Spiritual 
Instraction. is, 6d. ; roan, 2s. 6d. 

PIjSNDSBIjISATH.— llie Parish Priest's Visiting List, with • 
Few Remarks on Parochial Visitation. By the Rev. W. C. Plen- 
derleath. M.A. is. 6d. 

PIjSA fob XRDnSTBIAIj SCHOOLS, with a Shorl 
Sketch of the Progress uf the National and Industrial Schools 
of Finchley. By one of the Editors of *' the Fincliley Manuals.'* 
Fcap. 8vo., as. tfd. 

POCKBT M ANUAIi OF PRATEBS. Fourth edition, with 
considerable additions, 0d. Cloth, with the Collects, is.j calf, 
or mor. Ss. 6d. 

POSMS ON SXTBJECTS IN THIS OLD TESTA- 
MENT. Parts 1. and II. By C. F. A., author of ** Hymns 
for Little Children," &c., price 6d. each ; is. cloth. 

FOLLAND.^Eamest Exhortations on Practical SabJects. By the 
Rev. Frederick William Poland, M.A. l2mo., 3s. 6d. 

FOIiIi ABD.— Avioe I or, a Page from the Historj of Imperial 
Rome. By E. F. Pollard. Fcap. Svo., 38. 6d. 

FOOI<li.— An Authentic Statement and Report of the Case of the 
Rev. Alfred Poole, M.A., before the Bishop of London, the Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury, and the Judicial Committee of the Privy 
Council, in 1858, 1869, I860, and itiiOl. Royal 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

FOOIiSL — Twelve Sermons on the Holy Communion, by the Rev. 
G. A. Poole, M.A. 12mo. 4s. 6d. 

FOOUS.— Churches ol Scarborough and the Neighbourhood, by the 
Rev. G. A. Poole, and John West Hugali, Architect. Cloth, 
SB. 6d., paper 28. 6d. 

FOOIlEi.— Churches, their Structure, Arrangement, Ornaments, 
&c., by the Rev. G. A. Poole. Is. 6d., clutti 2s. 6d. 

FOOIjSj. — History of England. From tl>e First Invasion to Queen 
Victoria, by the Rev. G. A. Poole, M.A. New edition. Post flvo., 
cloth. 7s. 6d. 

POOB CHITBGHMAN'S FBXBND, THU. A Series of 
Tracts for the Instruction of the Poor Man in Church Matters. 
Bound together, 9d. 

FOPOFF.— The History of the CoancU of Florence. Translated 
from the Russian by Basil Popoff. Edited by the Rev. J. M. Neale, 
D.D. fis. 
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FOFOFF.— The Orifcin and Compositicm of tbe Roman CathoUo 
Liturgy, and ita difference from that of the Orthodox Charch. 
By Ivan Borovnitsky. Third Edition. KiefT, University Press 18&7> 
lYanslated by Basil Popoff, Student of the Ecclesiastical Aca- 
demy ot S- Petentbnrgh. Edited by the Rev. J. M. Neal«, D J)., 
Warden of Saclcville College, East Grinsted. 2s. 

FOTT.— Confirmation Lectures delivered to a Village Congregation 
in the Diocese of Oxford. By Alfred Pott, B.D. 3rd edition. 
Price 2s. 

FOTT.— Village Lectures on the Sacraments and Occasional Services 
of the Church. Price 2s. 

FRAOTIOB OF THE FBESEITCB OF GOD the best 
rule of a Holy Life, being Conversations and Letters of Brother 
Lawrence. Second Edition. Royal 32mo. 4d. 

FBAYEB8 AND MAXIMS. In large type, ss. ; large paper, 
Ss. roan. 

FBAYERS FOB OHOIBS IN THE VESTBY BB- 
FOBE AND AFTEB SEBVICE. Mounted, in folding 
roan case, Ss. ; morocco ditto, 7s. 6d. 

A FBESBYTEBIAN CIjEBGYMAN X<00KIN0 
FOB THE CHXJBCH. (Abridged.) l2mo., cloth, ss.; 
cheap edition, 28. 

FBICHABD.— Sermons, by the late Rev. James Cowles Prichard, 
M.A. 48. <kl. 

FBIEST'S FBATEB BOOK, The. Containing Private Prayers 
and Intercessions; Offices, Readings, Prayers, Litanies, and 
Hymns, for the Visitation of the Sick ; Offices for Bible and 
Confirmation Classes, Cottage Lectures, &c.; Notes on Con- 
fession and Direction; Remedies for Sin, &c., &c Edited by 
two Clergymen. Second edition. Cloth, 4s. 6d. ; limp roan, 6s. ; 
Limp calf, 7s. j Limp morocco, 8s. With Common Prayer, 2s. 6d. 
additional. 
Parochial Otpicrb, Id. Schooi. Ovpicbs, Id. Reprinted from 

the *• Priest's Prayer Boole." 

PBISONEBS OF CBAIOMACAIBE. A Story of ••>4«.'* 
Edited by the Author of '* The Divine Master," &c. is. 

FBTNNE.— Plain Parochial Sermons. Second Series. By the Rev. 
G. R. Prynne, B.A. Demy 8vo., 10s. 6d. First Series, lOs. 6d. 

PBYNNE.— Eucharistic Manual, consisting of Instroctions and 

Devotions for the Holy Sacrament of the Altar. From varioos 

sources, is. 6d., cloth ; cheap edition, is. 
THE PSAIjTEB, or Seven Ordinary Hours of Prayer, according 

to the use of the Church of Sarum. Beautifully Illuminated and 

bound in antique parchment. 36s. 
PYE. — A Short Ecclesiastical History : from the conclusion of the 

Acts of the Apostles, to the Council of Nice, a.d. 335. By the 

Rev. H. J. Pye. is. fid. 

QUESTIONS AND ANS\V:BB8 IIiIiUSTBATIVS 
OF THE CHUBCH CATECHISM. For the Use of 
Young Persons. New Edition. 4d. Cloth 6d. 

QUESTIONS FOB SEIjF-EXAMINATION for the Ust 
of the Clergy. Cd. 

QUESTIONS on ChrUtian Doctrine and Practice. Id. 
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RAIlfS.— Rosa's Sammer Wanderings. 58. 

RAIIOrSj.— Hie Queen*s Isle. Chapters on the Tsle of Wight, wherein 
Church Truths are blended with Island Beauties. By Rosa Raine. 
Second edition. Ss. 6d. 

RAINE.— Verses for Church Schools, fid. 

RATTnr MORNINGS VHiTU AUNT MABEL; or, In- 

cidents in Church Missions. ISroo., cloth, 2s. dd. 

BEADING liESSONS frona Scripture History, for the Use of 
Schools. Royal 18mo., limp cloth, 6d. 

BEADINCiS FBOM HOIiY SOBIPTUBE. is. 6d. 
Second Series. 2s. 

EEADIJSGS ON THE HISTOBY OF JOSEPH AND 
HIS BBETHBEN. Fcap. 8vo., Ss.; limp cloth, 2s. 

BECOIiIiECTIONS OP A SOLDIEB'S ^WIDO^W. 
New Edition with Appendix. 6d. 

BEFOBMATION, Progress of the Church of England since the. 

6(1., cloth 0d. 

BEFOBMED VHiIjAGE ; or. Past and Present. Fcap. 8vo. 

cloth, is. 6d. is. wrapper. 

BEGISTEB OF BAPTISMS, MABBIAGES, AND 
BUBIAIjS, on Parchment and Paper. 

BEGISTEB OF PEBSONS CONFIBMED AND 
ADMITTED TO HOLY COMMUNION. For 500 
names, 4s. fid. For 1000 names 7s, fid. halt-bound. Paper 2s. fid. 
per quire. 

BEGISTEB OF SEBMONS, PBEACHEBS, &o. Fcap. 
4tu. bound 4s. fid. 

BEVEIiATION, The, of Jksus Christ, explained agreeably to 
the Analoi^ of Holy Scripture. By a Clergyman. 6s. 

BOBEBTS.— Snowbound in Cleeberrie Orange. A Christmas Story. 
By G. £. Roberts. 2s. fid: 

BOBEBTS.— The Rocks of Worcestershire: their Mineral Cha- 
racter and Fossil Contents. By George £. Roberts. Fcap. 8vo. 
cloth, 68. 

BO SE.— Morning and Evening Prayers, selected by the Rev. H. J. 
Rose, M.A., when Vicar of Horsham, fid. 

BOCKSTBO.— Stories on the Commandments. The Second Table ; 
•* My duty towards my Neighbour." By W. S. Rockstro. is. dd. 
cloth, and in a packet. 

BOC£STBO.— Abbey Lands. A Tale. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 6s. 

BOOT OF THE MATTEB, or the Village Class, is. fid. 
cloth, is. wrapper. 

BUSSEUj.— Lays concerning the Early Church, by the Rev. J. F. 
Russell, is. fid. 

BUTH OSBOBNE, the Nurse. Price fid. 

BUTH LEVISON; or. Working and Waiting, is. fid.) paper 
cover, IS. 

S. ALBA N'S ; or, the Prisoners of Hope. By the Author of " The 
Divine Master." Fcap. 8vo., 68. 
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SACRAMSNTABIUM £CCI<SSI.ffi OATHOItlOaB. 

A Sacraonentary designed to incorporate the contents of all the 
foicrameotaries anywhere ased in the Church, previous to the 
lOth century. Part I.» Advent to Christmas. 38. od. doth j Is. 0d. 
wn4>per. 

BAND.— Sylvester £nderby, the Poet. By Louis Sand. Ss. 0d. 

BAND. — Voices of Christmas. A Tale. By Lnnis Sand. 2s. 

BANKIEIT. —Bible Exercises, adapted to the Services of the Church 
of England, and designed chieitty for Sunday Schools. By the 
Rev. Philip Sankey. Teacher's copy, 8d. Pnpil*s copy, 6d. 

BCHOOIj CH£CK CABD of Attendance. Ss. (Id. per loe. 

BCBIPTUBE BEADING IiiBSSONS FOB ItTFTIiS 
CHIIiDBEN. By a Lady. With a Preface by the Lord 
Bishop of Oxford. New edition, neatly bound in doUi, Is. fid. 
Second Series, as. 

BCITDAMOBS.— Steps to the Altar: a Manual for the Blessed 
Eucharist. New edition, handsomely printed on tinted paper, 
and rubricated. Royal 32mo. Cloth, as. 6d.; calf limp, 4s.; ditto 
antique, 5s. 0d. t morocco plain, 6s. ; ditto best. fis. fid. ; ditto 
antique 7s. fid., 8s. fid., &c. Kept also in calf and morocoo» with 
gilt clasps, comers, and crosses. 
In large type, l8mo., doth, is. sd. 

B CUD AMOBS.— Litanies for Use at the Yarfons Seasons of fhB 
Christian Year, before and after the Holy Oommnnion, and on 
other occasions, as. 

BEBMONS BEGIST1SB« by which an account may be kept 
of Sermons, the number, snoject, and when preached. Is. 

BENTENCES from the Works of the Author af'*Amy HertMtt,** 
selected by permission. 9s. 

BEBMONS ON THE BE-T7NTON OF OHHI8TEN- 
DOM. By Members of the Roman Catholic, Oriental, and 
Anglican Communions. 6s. 

SEVEN COBFOBAIi "WOBKB OF MEBC7» inustiafted 
in Seven Outline Engravings. Ss. fid. plain -, fis. coloured. For 
hanging in Schools. 

BEVEN SFIBITUAIi "WOBKB OF MEBOST, illustrated , 
in Seven Outline Engravings. 3s. fid. plain ; fis. coloured. For 
hanging in Schools. , 

SEVEN COBFOBAIi ^WOBKB OF MEBCT. InVerae. 
By the author of '* The Daily Life of a Christian Child." With I 
ninstrations. fid. : 

SEVEN SPIBITIJAIj "WOBKB OF MEBCT. InYene. I 
By the same author. Illustrated by DalzieL fid. i 

BHIPIiElT.— The Purgatory of Prisoners : or an Intermediate Stsfv 
between the Prison and the Public. By the Rev. Orby Shipley, 
M.A. 88. fid. 

BHIPIjET.— Eudiaristic Litanies : firom Andent Sowroes. ismo. 
Cloth, ss. fid. 

BHTPIjEIT.— Encharistic Meditations for a Month on the Most Holy 
Communion. Translated from the Firench of AvxiUon. FUCL. 
as. fid. } Part U.. as. fid. j Complete in l VoL, is. 
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BHIPUSY.— The Daily Sacrifice} a Manual of Splritaal Comma- 
nion for every day in the week; with Meditations for each day, 
and Collects for the Seasons; together with an Of&ce in Prepara- 
tion for the Blessed Sacrament. From Ancient Sources. :is. 6d. 
cloth red edi^sj limp cloth, is. fid. 

SHIFIiBlT. — Daily Meditations: from Ancient Sonrces. Edited 
by the Rev. Orby Shipley. Advent to Trinity. Cloth, 3s. 6d. 

BSIFIiITSr. — Daily Meditations for a Month, on some of the more 
moving: tmths of Christianity ; in order to determine the Soul to 
be in earnest in the love and service of her God. From ancient 
sources. Edited by the Rev. Orby Shipley, cloth, as., limp 
cloth, 18. 6d. 

BHIFXjBIT.— A Treatise of the Virtue of HumUity, abridg;ed from 
the Spanish of Rodrig^ues ; for the use of persons living in the world. 
In two parts. Part I., doth, Ss., limp cloth, is. 6d. 

BHIFIiElT.— The Divine Liturgy. A Manual for the Altar Office. 
38. 6d. cloth I is. 6d. limp cloth. 

SHIPIjBT.— Considerations on Mysteries of the Faith, newlv trans- 
lated and abridged from the Origrinal Spanish of Luis de Qranada. 
3s. cloth. 

8HOBT BBVOTIOXS FOB THS SEASONS : 

Compiled for Parochial Distribution, by F. H. M. 
Devotions for the Season of Advent and Ctirlstmas. id., or 78. per 100. 
Devotions for Epiphany. Id., or 7s. per 100. 
Devotions for Lent. 4d., or Ss. fld. per 100. 
Devotions for Holy Week aod Easter Eve. ^d., or Ss. 6d. per 100, 
Devotions for Easter to Ascension, id., or 78. per 100. 
Devotions for the Festival of the Ascension. 4^., or 3s. 6d. per 100. 
Devotions for Whitsuntide, ^d., or Ss. Od. per 100. 
Devotions for the Festival of tlie Holy Trinity, ^d., or Ss. 6d. per 100. 
Devotions for Fridajrs. Id., or 7s. per 100. 

Complete in wrapper, 7d., doth 9d. 

A 8HOBT OFFICE OF EVEiriNG AND MOBNINO 

FBATEB for Families. 6d. 
SHOBT SEBVIOES FOB PATTiY USE IN FAJCU 

IjIES. Cloth, IS. 

8ISTEB BOSAIilE, IiIFE OF. By the author ot *' Taleo 
of Kirkbeck." Cloth, is. ; cheap edition, fld. 

8ISTEBS OF OHAHTTY, and some Visits with them. 
Beings Letters to a FMend in England. Two Engravings. Ss. 

8EINNEB.— Ttie Revdationof the Antichrist, and how to receiveit. 
By the Rev. James Skinner, M.A., Incumbent of Newland. is. fld. 

8KINNEB.— Twenty-one Heads of Christian Duty, with Directions 
how to use them. By James Skinner, M.A. I'imo., doth, is. 

SMITH.— Sermons preached in Holy Week, by the Rev. C. F. 
Smith, B. A., Vicar of Crediton. fls. 

SMITH. — Tlie Devout Chorister. Thoughts on his Vocation, and a 
Manual of Devotions for his use. By Thomas F. Smith, B.D., 
Fdlow of Magdalen College. CI., Ss.; calf, 3s. Cheap edition, is. 

SMITH.— Family Prayers, a Sdection of Prayers of the Church 
of England. By J. W. Smith, Esq., B.C.L., Is. ; paper cover, fld. 

SMITH.— The Church Catechism Illustrated by the Book of Com- 
mon I^yer, by the Rev. Rowland Smithy MJl. 4d. 
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SMITH.— Lenten and Paschal Sermons. By the Rev. W. B. Smith. 
Post 8vo., cloth, fis. 

8MTTT AN.— Christ Slii^hted and Rejected. Two Sermons, 
preached at S. Andrew's, Wells Street, in Passion and fiolj 
Weeks, 1866. By the Rev. 6. H. Smyttan, B.A. Is. 

SONNETS AND VEBSSS, from Home and Parochial Life. 
By the Rev. H. K. Cornish, M.A., Vicar of Bakewell. Ss. 6d. 
The greater part of the present volume received seven years agru the 
imprimatur of the author of the " Christian Year.'* 

SPBANGEH. — Conflrmatiou Lectures. By the Rev. R. J. 
Spranger, M.A. 

1. The Tree by the Water- side. 2d. 

3. Jordan Driven Back, or Conversion. 4d. 
8. The Tree of Life. 4d. 

4. The Tree of Knowledge of Good and Evil. 4d. 
6. The Tree of Knowledge of Good and Evil. 6d. 
6. Behemoth ; or the Children of Wrath. 6d. 

SFBANGEB.— The Faith of the Apostles from S. Jrenaeus. 4d. 

SPBANGEH. — Lectures on the First Chapter of Genesis, showing 
Man's Interest in his Maker. With a Translation of S. Gregory 
the Great's Discourse on the Gift of Prophecy. By the Rev. R. J. 
Spranger. 8vo., Ss. 

SFXiIiM AN.— History and Pate of Sacrilege. By Sir H. Spelraan, 
Knt. New Edition, Svo. doth, 10s. 6d. 

SFXjBIiING.— Church Walks in Middlesex : being a Series of Ec. 
clesiological Notes, with Appendix to the present time. By the 
Rev. John Hanson Sperling, M.A. 3s. 6d. 

SPIRIT OF THE CHTJBCH. A Selection ot Articles from 

the Ecclesiastic. Post 8vo., 7s. 6d. 
SPONSOB'S BEMEMBBANCE CABD. 6s.6d.per lOO. 
THE SPON SOB'S DUTT. To be given at Baptisms. On thin 

card, 2s. 6d. per lOO. 
STEEBE.— An Historical Sketch of the English Brotherhoods which 

existed at the beginning of the 18th centnry. By Dr. Steere. 6d. 
STONE.— Ellen Merton, or the Picnic. By Mrs. Stone, author ef 

•• The Art of Needlework." &c. is. 6d. 

STONE. — Handbook to the Christian Year, for Young Pec^e. By 
Mrs. Stone, Author of ** God's Acre," &c. 2s. 6d. 

STOBIES ON THE IjOBD'S PBAYEB. By the Author 
of •• Amy Herbert." Price 6d. 

STOBIES FOB OHBISTMAS TIDE. By the author of 
" The Sunbeam ." 2s. 6d. 

STOBIES FOB YOUNG SEBVANTS. With Engravings. 
Price 2s. in a packet or bound. 
No. 1. Deceit and Dishonesty. 2. ** Proper Pride." 3. Fine Clothes. 
4. Mischief-Making. 

STOBir OF A DBEAM, or the Mother's Christian Versioa 
of Little Red Riding Hood. Is. 

BTEETTON.— Guide to the Infirm, Sick, and Dying. By the Ret. 
Henry Stretton, one of the CompUers of the Visitaii^ Infirmonm. 
Price &s. 6d. 

STBBTTON.— The Acts of S. Mary Magdalene Considered in Six- 
teen Sermons, by the Rev. H. StrettonrM.A. 78. Od. 
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STHETTON.— The Chnrch Catechism explained aod anxiotated 
priocipally as an aid to the Clerg>y in Catechizing^ in Churches. 
Part I., 18. cloth ; Part II., the Creed, 48. 

STBETTON.-The Chnrch Catechism Explained, for the Aid of 
Young Persona. Part First. Abridged from the above. Price 2d. 

STBISTTON.— The ChUd*8 Catechism, id. 

STBETTON".— A Catechism of First Truths of Christianity intro- 
ductory to the Chnrch Catechism. Id. 

8TBS3TTOI9'.— A Brief CatechUm of the Bible. 6d., cloth 8d. 

STBXiTTOIf.— The Scholar*s Manual of Devotions, including the 
Church Catechism, &c. ad. ; cloth, 4d. 

STBSTTON.— Church Hymns, for the Sundays, Festivals, and 
other Seasons of the Ecclesiastical Year. Compiled, with an In- 
troduction, by the Rev. H. Stretton, M.A. is. With a reduc- 
tion on numbers. 

STBIDS.— Thirty Sketches for Christian Memorial8,on sheet, 28. 6d.; 
mounted on canvas and varnished, with roller, 6s. 

STJCKIiZN'G.^Memoir of the Rev. R. A. Suckling, with Cor. 
respondence. By the Rev. I. Williams, B.D. New: Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo., price 5s. 

SUCKXiIlfG-.^Sermons, by the late Rev. R. A. Suckling. Edited 
by the Rev. I. Williams, B.D. New Edition, 58. 

STTCKXiING.— Family Prayers adapted to the course of the Eccle- 
siastical Year. is. Cheap edition, 6d. 

SUCKLING.— Holiness in the Priest*s Household. Second edition. 
By the late Rev. R. A. Suckling. 0d. 

STTCEIjING.— Manual for Confirmation and First Communion. 
Cloth, 6d. 

BUMMBBIiEIGH MANOB; or; Brothers and Sisters. A Tale. 
Fcap. 8vo. 48. 

SUNBEAM ; or, the Misused Gift. By the author of '* My Christ- 
mas Home," &c. 58. 

STTNDA'S' : A Poem. By the Rev. Philip Freeman, M.A. 4d. 

SUNDAT AIjFHABET, The Uttle Christian's. 4d.; enamel 
wrapper, 6d. ; coloured, is. 

SUSAN SPEIiliMAN ; a Tale of the Silk MUls. By the Author 
of "Betty Cornwell." «d. 

SUNSETTING ; or. Old Age in its jQlory ; a story of happiness, 
p^ace, and contentment. 6d. 

SUSANNA.— A " Home Tale." Price ffd. 

TAXilSS FOB ME TO BEAD TO MITSEIjF. With 12 

Engravings, i6mo., cloth, 2s. 0d. 
TALES OF CBOWBBIDGE ^WOBKHOUSE. Blind 

Charlie; The Three Friends; Cousin Jane. By M. A. B. With a 

Preface by Louisa Twining. Fcap. 8vo., 28., cloth, or the Tales 

separate in a packet. 
TATIjOB, Bp. Jeremy, Prayers contained in the Life of Christ. 

Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 28. 6d. 

TEAIjE.— lives of Eminent English Divines, by the Rev. W. H. 

Teale, M.A. With engravings. 5s. 

Life of Bishop Andrewes, Is. Life of Dr. Hammond, is. 

Uie of Bishop Bull, gd. Life of Bishop Wilson, 1 s. 

life of Jones of Ni^y laud. is. 
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THB TWINS : or, "Tliy Will be done.»» Price ftt 
THOMPSON —Davidica. Twelve Practical Sermons on the Life 

and Character of David, King: of Israel* published in 1837. By 

Henry Thompson, M. A. Demy 8vo. 98. 
THOMPSON.— Concionalia; Outlines of Sermons for Parochial 

Use tbroughoat the Year. By the Rev. Henry Thompson, MJL. 

^New edition, 78. 6d. 

THOMPSON.— Original BaUads, by UviDgr Authors, 185«. Sdited 

by the Rev. H. Thompson, M.A. With beautifnl iUustretions. 

7s. (Jd., morocco lOs. Od. 

THOUGHTS IN SOUTUDIS. Post 8vo. Ss. Od. 
THBXFT ; or. Hints for Cottage HoosekeepiBsr, by the anthor of 

*' A Trap to Catc h a Sunbeam." Sd. 
TIME OF 'I' HHt SNB, and other Poems. Fcap. 8vo., ss. 
TO MIjINS.— Sermons for the Holy Seasons. By the Rev. R.Tom- 

lins, M.A. fts. 
TOMIiINS.— Tonbridge School Chapel. Stanzas. By the Rev. R. 

Tomlios, M.A. Ss. Od. doth. 
TOMIiINS.— Advent Sermons, (nrst Series.) Four Sermons for 

the Four Advent Sundays, on Christian Preparation ; the Holy 

Scriptures ; tiie Christian Ministry ; Cbeist's Advents. 
(Second Series.) The Four Nig^ht Watches } being Four Scnnoos 

on Childhood, Youth, Manhood, Age. Originally dedicated, with 

permission, to the late Rev. Professor Blunt. Illustrated by 

copious reference tothe Advent Services. Second edition, in ooe 

vol.. >8. Od^ 

TO'W^BB BUTLDSBS, and tlie Two Merchants: Two Alle. 

8X>ries. 9d. 
TBACTS FOB THB 'WOHKCNO PEOPIiE. BySos. 

the nes. Cloth, Is. 4d. 
TTLEBXTRBA.TE SCHOOL ; or, the Power of Example. 6d. 
TBEVENAN COtTBT. A Tale. By E. A. B. FCap. 8vo. dotb. 

Ss. Od. 
TUTE.- Holy Times and Scenes, by the Rev. J. S. Tnte. ss. Second 

Series, ss. 
TtTTE.- The Champion of the Cross: an AUegory. By the Rer. 

J. S. Tnte, B.A. Ss. Od. 
TVarO GhUABDIANS ; or. Home in this World. By the Author 

of **TheHeirof Redclyffe." Third edition. Os. 
THE TWO FBIENDS : or Charley's Escape. Founded os 

fact. (A companion tale to Harry and Archie.) By the author of 

'* Littte Walter, the Lame Chorister,'* fte. Od. 
VAIiIiET OF T.TT.TTRft, The. By Thomas i KemplB. «L, 

cloth { 8d., cloth gilt. 
VE BSES. By a Country Curate. Fcap. 8vo, Ss. Od. I 

VEBSES AND PICTUBES iUostrating the Life of our Loao. 

A packet of Reward Cards for Children, is. Second edit. I 

VEBSES FOB THE SUNDAYS AND HOXiIDAYS 

OF THE CHBISTIAN YEAB. By the Author of tbs 

*' Daily Life of the Christian Child," &c., with Illustrations. Ss. 
VIDAIi.— Home Trials. By Mrs. F. Vidal. l8mo., cloth, Ss. 
VIDAIj.— Esther Merle, and other Tales. By Mrs. Frances Vtdal, 

Author of'Tales of the Bush" is. Od. 
A VHiliAGE STOBY FOB VTLIiAaE 1CAID1!NS« 

In Three Parts. Susan, Esther, and Dorothy; or, the Thrw 

i '5lK?*'i*y/*™Jr**i;St.''"'^' »<*• e»ch. o' One Vol. cloth M. M. 
yOYAQE TO THE FOBTUNATB ISUSS. AnAl- 
legrory of Life. Is., cloth is. OdT *'*''^*-™ *»-»^««o« ^ *** 
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WAKSFnUjD.— Chftrades from Hlatery, Geography, and Bio- 
g rapb y, by Blica Wakefield . le. 6d. 

'WAKSFXEIiD.— Mental Exercises for Javenile Minds. 28. 

'WAXiCOTT.— The Interior of a Gothic Minster. A Lecture de- 
livered at the Architectural Museum, South Kensiogton. April 80, 
1804. By the Rev. Mackenzie E. C. Walcott, M.A., Precentor and 
Prebendary of Ciiichester. Demy 8vo. Is. 

'WABOTG.— Annuals and Perennials; or. Seed-time and Harrest. 

By C. M. Waring. Demy 8vo., beautifully Illustrated, 6s. 

"WAS IT A DBEAMP and THE N'E'W CHTTRCH- 
ITABD. By the Author of " Amy Herbert." is. 6d. j paper, is. 

'WATSOXf.— The Seven Sayings on the Cross. Sermons, by the 

Rev. A. Watson. 3s. 6d. 

'WATSON.-^Bsus the Giver and Fulfiller of the New Law. Eight 
Sermons on the Beatitudes. Ss. fid. 

'WATSON.— Sermons for Sundays, Festivals, Fasts, &c. Edited 
by the Rev. A. Watson, M.A. 5 vols., 38. Od. each, 
ist Series, 1 vol. — Whitsunday to theClose of the Churches Year. 
Sod Series, 8 vols. — 1st Sunday in Advent to the 25th Sunday 

after Trinity. 
3rd Series, 1 vol. — Some occasional offices of the Prayer Book. 

'WATSON.— Apology for the Plain Sense of the Prayer Book on 
Holy Baptism. 2s. 

WATSON.— A Catechism on the Book of Common Prayer, by the 
Rev. A. Watson, M.A. Ss. Part II. 2s. 

WlsST.— Parish Sermons on the Chief Articles of the Christian 
Faith. By the Rev. J. R. West, M.A. fis. 

"WEST.— On the Figures and Types of the Old Testament. By the 
Rev. J. R. West, Vicar of Wrawby with Glandford Brigg, late 
Fellow of Clare Hall. Is. fid. 

W J!i ST.— Questions and Answers on the Chief Truths of the Chris- 
tian Religion, for the assistance of younger Teachers and Moni- 
tors. By the Rev. J. R. West. Id. or 7s. per 100. 

W Hi ST.— Questions on the Chief Truths of the Christian Religion, 
intended for the use of higher classes. By the Rev. J. R. West. 8d. 

'WEST. — Reasons for being a Churchman. Founded on the Holy 
Scriptures. By the Rev. J. R. West, M.A. 4d. j cheap edition, 
for distribution, l^. 

"WEST.- Tracts on Church Principles. Nos. 1 to 12, cloth, is. fid. 

'WHTTEHEAD.— College Life. Letters to an Undergraduate. 
By the late Rev. T. Whytehead. New edit. Edited by the Rev. 
W. N. Griffin, M.A. 28. Od. 

WHITING-.- Rural Thoughts and Scenes, by W. Whiting. In a 
Wrapper, 3s. fid. 

WIIiFOBD.— Play and Earnest. A Tale. By Florence Wilford. 
Fcap. 8yo. cloth, fts. 

WTIiFOBD.— The Master of ChurchiU Abbots, and hU LitUe 
Friends. By Florence Wilford. 3s. fid. cloth. 

WJJjPOBD.— A Maiden of Our Own Day. Fcap. 8vo., fis. 

W XXiBK A TT A Iff.— The Loyal Heart, and other Tales for Boys. 
Translated from the German, by Frances M. Wilbraham. With 
Engravings. 2nd Edit. 28. fid. cloth j in a packet, 28. 
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"WHiBBAHAM.— History of ttie Kinffdom of Jirffch^Jiroin tt« 
Dwth of Solomon to the BabyloniHh Capttvity. By FNoiceB M. 
WUbraham. iSmo.. (doth, is. fid. 
"WHiKIN S.— Threescore Years and Ten. By OeOfrge Wttktes, D.D., 

Archdeacon of Nottingham, as. 6d. 
"WTTiKrN"S.— Early Chorch History. A Lecture delivered before 
theliterary Society. SouthweU, Notts. December 12, t864. By 
the Rev. J. M. WUkins. 8d. 
"WUiKENS.—Lccture on Church Music. 8d. 
TRTTtiljIAMS.-The Altar; or Meditations in Verse on the Holy 

Communion. By the author of " The Cathedral." 58. 
•WTEjIjIAMS.— Hymns on the Catechism. 6d., cloth la. 
'WTLLrB GBAITT, or Honesty is the best Policy. 4d. 
'WTLMSH DBST.— Six Sermons, by the Rev. A. T. WUmshnTst. Ss. 
"WHTDSOB.— Sermons for Soldiers. Preached at Home and 
AbroS: By S. B. Windsor, M.A.. Chaplain to the Forces. Fcap. 
8vo., 3s. 6d. 
"WTNG-BD "WOBDS.— By A. H. 2s. fid. 
"WOODFOBD.— Sermons preached in various Churches of Bristol. 

Second Edition. 78. 6d, 
"WOODFOBD.— Occasional Sermons. By the Rev. J. R. Wood- 
ford, M.A. Boards. 78. 6d. Vol. II., 7s. 8d. 
•WOODAVABD.— Demoniacal Possession, its Nature and Ccssa- 

tion. A prize essay, by the Rev. T. Woodward. M.A. Ss. 
"WTROTH —Five Sermons on some of the Old Testament Types erf 
Holy Baptism. By the Rev. Warwick R. Wroth. B.A. PostSvo., 
doth, Ss. 
WOTNES, The: or. Many Men. Many Minds. A Tale of every 

day life. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 6s. 
YOBKB.— Cottage Homes J or, Tales on the Tim Oommandroento, 
S^iss H. Yorke. 18mo. doth, 2s. j or the Tales separately, » 
a packet, Ss. 
YOTJNa OHUBCHMAN'S ALPHABET. By the Antlio; 
of - llie G?knSather's Christmas Tale," &c. With Ulitstrations 
of the chief events in our Lord»s life, drawn and engraved by 
R.& H.Dudley. 6d. 



CHURCH MUSIC. 

BT BIOHABD BEDHEAD. 

Ohureh Hymn Tunes for the several Seaaons in ^e 
Christian Tear. New edition. Price, fuU score, 48. M.; voca^ 
score. 2s. This Book contains Eighty-two Tones of vanoitf 
Metres, indnding the ** Dies Iree.*' 

Church Hymn Tunes.— Second Series, full score, ss. fid.; yocsI 
score, 18. fid. 

A Set of Ten Tunes for Advent, -Epiphany, Lent. 
Easter, Ascension, Whitsuntide, Fnoiayv, fmd Aii 
Saints, arranged from Dr. Tye.(l553). Words interttncd, SS. oa. 
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Tlie -Masio of the Introits. Coatainingr Introits for all the 
Seasons from Advent to Advent, with the occasional Festivals. 68. 

Besponses to the Commandments, Creeds, Offertory- 
Sentences, Sanotiises, and Glorias. Price ss. 

Music for the Office of the Holy Communion, (Second 
Series) containing four Kyriea j two Sanctuses; the Lord's Prayer 
(after the Communion) harmonized, founded on Merbecke ; four 
Glorias in Excelsis. as. 6d. 

Tlie Offertory Sentences from the Book of Common 
Prayer. The Music arranged from Merbecke. 8s. Od. 

T-wo Offertory Anthems, is. 

The Anthems for the Seven Days before Christmasa 
and for Gk>od Friday, ss. 6d. 

*' O My People, what have I done nnto thee f" Anthem 
for Good Friday, is. 

Symns and Canticles used at Morning and XSvening 
X*rayer. Pointed and Set to the Ancient Psalm Tones. 28. 6d. 

** "Wlio are these like stars appearing P" Hymn for AU Saints' 
Day. 28. 6d. 

Miserere mei, Deus. Psalm 6i, as sung in the Commination 
Service. 3d. 

The Order for the Burial of the Bead. Printed from the 
Book of Common Prayer : the Musical Notation (from Merbecke's 
Booke of Common Prater Noted, 1550) Harmonised. Intended 
for the use of Choirs, is., 98* per doz. 

BT THIS BSV: T. HSIiMOBlS, M.A. 

S. Mark's Chant Book. Being the Chante used in the Collegiate 
Chapel of S. Mark, Chelsea, in the ordinary course of the Festcd 
and Ferial Services for each Morning and Evening Portion 
of the Psalter or ** Psalms of David,*' pointed as tliey are to be 
sung, in Churches » newly arranged with Additions and Cor- 
rections. 48. 6d. 

Symnal looted, or Translations of the Ancient Hynms of the 
Chnrch, set to their proper melodies. Cloth, 58. 

Accompanying Harmonies to the Hymnal Koted. Royal 
8vo. lOs. 6d. Parts I. and II. 68. 6d. each. 

Accompanying Harmonies to the Psalter Noted, ss. 

Accompanying Harmonies to the Brief Directory of Plain 
Song. is. od. 

The Canticles looted. 4d. 

The Psalter looted. Ss.Od. 

Manual of Plain Song. The Canticles and Psalter tog«tiier. 
38. fid. cloth I antique calf, 7s. 6d.; royal 8to., cloth, 9s. 

BT H. J. OATTNTLETT, MTJS. BOC. 

The Psalter, or Psalms of David, pointed asthey are to be sung 
in Churches, adapted to the Ancient Church Tones. Cloth, is. 

The Canticles of Morning and E-rening Prayer, with the 
Creed of S. Athanasias, adapted to the Church Toikest 4d. ' 
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Ghoral Servioe of the Book of Common Prayer, as ap- 
pointed to be sang:. Part I. The Canticlrs, Vbrsiclks, and 
RittfPONRjis forMoRNiNO and Evsnino PaATxa. Part II. The 
Athanasian Crbbd, the Litant, and Officb of Holt Com- 
munion. In full score, suited to Cathedrals, Parish Choirs, ftc. 
Royal Bvo., bold music type, price is. 6d. each Part, or bound 
tog^ether in cloth, price Ss. 6d. 

Organ. Harmonies for the Ancient Church Tones. 0d. 

The Canticles in the Morning and Evening Services, 
pointed correctly for chanting:, with chants varied to sait the 
chaiacter of the words. 4d., cloth fid. 



The English Psalter, adapted to the ancient Eoclesiastieal 
Chant, with the Canticles and Proper Psalms pointed on a new 
and easy method; with Introductory Instructions and Scheme 
of Tones. 18mo., Ss. i in quantities Ss. fid. 

The Tones. Arrangred for Four Voices, with Organ or Piano* 

forte Accompaniment. 8vo., Ss. fid. 
Burial Office Noted, for Parochial Use. Od. 

The Festival Psalter; being the Proper Psalms for the Fonr 
Great Feasts adapted to Gregorian Tones. By the Rer. T. P. 
Ravenshaw, and W. S. Rockstro, Esq. Cloth Is. 4d., Wrapper is. 

Hymns of the Church, Pointed as they are to be Chanted i 
together with the Vendcles, Litany, Responses, &c., by T. 
Tallis. Arranged by Mr. Pearsall. is. 

Eyrie Eleison ; or. Responses to the Commandments. Compiled 
from a Quintett by Winter. 4d. 

The Prefaces in the Office of the Holy Communion, with 
their Ancient Chant, by the ReT. J. L. Crompton, M.A. Ss. fid. 

Music as sung in the Church of 8. Paul, Newton Abbot, 
Devon. Compiled from Merbeckeand other Authentic Sources, 
and arranged in a simple form for Ordinary Days. By George O. 
Browne, Organist. Te Deum, Sd. : Eyrie Eleison, Sd. } Preces 
and Responses, 4d. 

Te Deum, Jubilate, Sanctus, Kyrie, Magnificat, and Nunc 
Dimittis. Four Parts and Accompaniment. By T. L. Fowle, 
Mus. Doc. 28. fid. 

Ninety-Five Chants, Ancient and Modem, appropriated to the 
Canticles. By the Rev. C. S. Grueber, B.A. Fcap. 4to., Is. 

Te Deum, set to a simple chant for Village Choirs. By the Rer. 
J. W. Rumsey. 3d. 

Qregorian and other Chants, adapted to the Psalter and Can- 
ticles, as pointed to be sung in Churches, is. fid. 

The Eight Gregorian Tones, with their several endings se- 
parately. 4d. 

Dies IrsB. Translated into English metre, by W. J. Irons, D.D., 
with the Music, by Charles Child Spencer, Esq. it. fid. Boglisii 
Words, 3s. fid. per 100. *- -^ 

Dies Ir». Set to easy Music in short score by the Rst. H. B. 
Havergal. 3d. Suited to Parish Choirs and Schools. 
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SCiserere. Psalm si, (Commination Sarvice,) set to the 6th Tone, 
with Accompanimeat. By Spenser Nottingham, 3d. 

Symns of the Holy Siastem Church. Set to Music for Four 
Voices, by E. Seddiug. Fcap. 4to. is. 

** The Day is Past and Over:" an Bvening Hymn. Translated 
from the Greek of S. Anatolius, a.d. 458, by the Rev. J. M. 
Neale, D.D. With an Orig^inal English Melody. To which are 
added. New Tunes for "Jerusalem the Gtolden,** " Pange Lingua,*' 
'*Jesu Dulds,'* &c., and Two Processional Hymns. By A. H. 
Brown. Dedicated, by permission, to the Archbishop of Canter- 
bury. Is. 

•• Holy, Holy, Holy, Iiord Gk>d Almighty." A Choral Hymn 
for Four Voices, with Accompaniment. By C. A. Barry, M.A. 3d. 

" Thou art gone up on Hi^^" A Choral Hymn for Four Voices 
with Accompaniment. ByC. A. Barry, M.A. 3d. 

** Saviour, when in Dust to Thee." A Choral Hymn for Four 
Voices. By C. A. Barry, M.A. 3d. 

" Jdrasalem the Golden," from the Rhythm of Bernard de Mor- 
laiz, set to Music in Four Parts, by Edmund Sedding. 2d. 

" Sun of my Soul." From the ** Christian Year.*' Set to Music 
in Four Parts, by Edmimd Sedding. 3d. 

Hymn for the Opening of a New School, i d. 

Confirmation Hymn. id. 

CABOIiS. 

Ghxistmas Carols. In sets of Four, Od. each set; or boimd 
together, is. 6d. The Words alone. Id. 

** JjMBt Ifight I Lay a Sleeping." A Christmas Carol. The 
Music by H. J. Gauntlett, Mus. Doc. is. 

**Hark to the Merry Bells." A Christmas Carol, in Duet, 
Chorus, and Solo. The Words and Music composed by T. L. 
Fowle, Mus. Doc. is. 

T he Poor Man's Christmas CaroL On Card, with Music, id. 

'* When Christ was Bom." A Christmas Carol, from the Har. 
leian MS. in the British Museum. Set to Music by A. U. Brown. 
Dedicated to the Bishop of Oxford. Is. 

A Carol for Ifew Teajr's Day. Set to Music 1^ A. H. Brown. 
Dedicated to the Bishop of Brechin. I s. 

A"" ISpiphany CaroL Set to Music by A. H. Brown. Dedicated 
to the Rev. Dr. Pusey. Is. 

Saster CaroL Set to Music by A. H. Brown. Dedicated to the 
Bishop of Sslisbiinr. is. Od. 

** Jqyftil Bise, O Christian People 1" Mosic by the Rev. 6. H. 
Curteia. Words by the Rev. A. H. Wyatt. •* Waken, Christian 
Children !** Words and Melody by the Rev. S. C. Haroerton. 4d. 

*' Joy and Qladness." A Cluristmas Carol. Written to an Ancient 
Melody, by the Rev. J. M. Neale, M.A. Harmonized for Four 
Voices, with or without accompaniment, by the Rev. S. S. Great- 
heed, M.A. JPriee is. 

A Collection of Nine Ancient Christmas Carols. Arranged 
for Four Voices. By Edmund Sedding. is. The Words se- 



parately, l id. 
CoUectK 



A Collection of Ancient Carols for Christmas and other 
Tides. Arranged for Four Voices. By Edmund Sedding, 
Editor of ** Ancient Christmas Carols,*' &c. is. 6d. Words Ud. 
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A Third Collection of Kine Ancietit UngUsh and Dutch 
Christmas Carols. By Edmund Sedding:. 

Ati faster CaroL The melody of a Sequence of the Tfahteeoth 
Century, with Accompauiment ; the words from two ancient 
Carols. By the Rev. J. M . Neale. 8d. 

" "We have Risen very Early.** Carol for Mayday. The Words 
from the " Old Chnrch Porch.*' Composed and arranged for Four 
Voices, by the Rev. H. L. Jenner, LL.B. 3d. 



Hymns for Ijittle Children. By the author of •* The Lord of the 
Forest," ** Moral Songs,** &c. Set to Music by Dr. Gaantlett. 
Suitable for Schools or Families. 3s. €d. j cloth 6s. - 

Morning and Evening Hymns. F/om the ** Hymns for Little 
Children,*' set to Music for the use of Schools and Families. 
By Dr. Oanntlett. Sd. each. 

IVarrative Hymns for Village Schools. By the author of 
** Hymns for Little Children.*^ Set to Music for one or two voioes 
by A. F. ss. 6d. 

Accompanying Tunes to the Hymns for Infant Children. 
Edited by the Rev. J. B. Dykes, M.A. is. 

The Child's Grace before and after Meat. Set to simple 
music, by Dr. Ganntlett. Sd. 

Prose Hymn for Children. By the Rev. W. J. Jenkins, Rector 

of Fillingham. 7s. per 100. 

" He is coming. He is coming.'* Hymn for Advent. Words by 
the author of *' Hymns for Ijittle Children.'* Music by the Rev. 
E. T. Codd, M.A. 3d., on card dd. 

Harvest Hymn, " O sing the Song of Harvest.** By R. C. from 
the Guardian. Set to Music for Four Voices, suitable for ordinary 
Choirs. By the Rev. Henry E. Havergal, M.A. 4d. 

Harvest Hymn. Words by the Rev. J. M. Neale. The Mnsic 
composed by Henry G. Duffield. 6d. 

TTing Alfred's Hymn. " as the San to brighter Skies." Ar- 
ranged to ancient music, by Dr. Smith. 6d. 

'* The Threefold Heavens of Glorious Height." The words 
from the *' Cathedral.** The Music by M. A. W. is. 

Songs of the Young Pilgrim, from " Pascal the Pilgrim.»» Set 
to M usic by W. Fox, with Introductory Remarks by the Rer. £. 
Monro, M.A. is. 

A Song for the Times. Words by the Rev. J. M. Neale. The 
Music (arranged for Four Voices) by the Rev. J. W. Rumsey. 3d. 

"Dear is the Morning Gale of Spring.** A Sacred Son^. 

The Poetry from the " Christian Year.'* The Music by J. F. D. 

Yonge, M.D. 2s. 
To the Bedbreast : a Song. The Words by the late Rer. G. 

Cornish. The Music by T. J.Jones. 2s. 
"Here's to the Cause, to that Good Cause." The Words 

by the Rev. J. M. Neale. Set to Music in Four Parts, by A. H. 

Brown, is. 
•* The Better Land." The Poetry by Mrs. Hemans. The Mosic 
nn.^^^ ^*^1)®*?- Dedicated to the Rev. W. U. Richards. Ss. 
The Chorister's Hymn. On Card, 4d. 



(ttlMHitti Vrtce Itot of HetoarDi 13ooit0^ 



AND 



BOOKS FOB IiElVDZirO IiZBRABZBS. 



PENNY. 

THE SEVEN CORPORAL WORKS OF MERCY.— 
In Seven Tales. In a Packet, or boaud in ornamental cover, 6d. 

THE SEVEN SPIRITUAL WORKS OF MERCY.— 
In a Packet, or bound in ornamental cover, 6d. 

THE HALF.HOLIDAY. A Packet of Six Tales, contain- 
ins: Six Different Ways of Spending^ a Half- Holiday. In a Packet, 
price 6d. 

THE YOUNG SOLDIERS, or THE DOUBLE BIRTH- 
DAY I and other Tales. A packet of Seven Tales, or bound, 6d. 

THE SCHOLAR'S NOSEGAY. Being a series of Tales 
and Couversations on Flowers. In a neat box, containing 18, 
price Is. ; or cloth grilt edges, is. 6d. 

FLOWERS AND FRUIT, ETC. For Little Children. 
In a neat box, price is. } or cloth gilt edges, is. 6d. 

STORIES AND LESSONS ON THE FESTIVALS, 
FASTS, AND SAINTS* DAYS. In 82 Uttte books, 28. 6d. the set. 
In 3 vols., cloth, Ss. 



Vol.. I. 
Advent 
Christmas Day 
Epiphany 
Ash Wednesday 
Gk>od Friday 
Easter Eve 
Easter Day 
Ascension Day 
Whitsunday 
Trinity Sunday 



Vol. II. 
S. Andrew 
S. Thomas 
8. Stephen 

S. John the Evangelist 
The Holy Innocents 
Circumcision 
Conversion of S. Paul 
Purification 
S. Matthias 
Annunciation 



Vol. III. 
S.Mark 

SS. Philip and James 
S. BamalMts 
S. John the Baptist 
S. Peter 
S. James 
S. Bartholomew 
S. Matthew 
S. Michael & All Angels 
S. Luke 

SS. Simon and Jude 
All Saints 



THE LITTLE COMFORTERS, and other Tales. In a 
packet, or cloth, is. 



The Two Ways of Ruth Martin 
Rachel Ford; or the Uttle Oirl 

who tried to be Good 
The Little Comforters 
The Four Seasons 
Little Ellen, or the Sick Child ; 

and Death 
The Coward 
Sunday 



The Little Street Sweeper 

The Rose Trees ; or. Disobedience 

How must I behave? or, My 

Duty to my Neighbour 
Jessie's Christmas 
John Dobson; or. What a Boy 

may do 
The Little Faithful Servant. 
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or, 



HOLIDAY HOURS. A Packet of Thirteen Reward Books, 
with Vignettes, by the author of '* The Little Comforters." la. in 
cloth, gUt; or separately in apaeket. 

Little Timothy Martin; or, the 
First Lie. 

The Way of Peace; or, the His- 
tory of Old Nanny . 

The Bricklayer's Accident; or, 
the Good Doctor. 

The Happy Sisters. 

Little Willie Grant. 

The Circumcision of oar Blessed 
Lord; or. New Year's Day. 

Lore and Innocence. 



The Little Narse-Girl ; 

Thoughtful Care. 
The Emigrants. 
The (^han Apprratioe } or, 

Temptation Beasted. 
The Midnight Flight. A Stoiy 

of Ancient Times. 
The Only Child ; or, Beatrice and 

Mary. 
The Confirmation of Jeaaie and 

Ralph. 

CHAPTERS ON PLANTS ; or, Marion's Herbal. A Packet 
of Thirteen Books. Reprinted from the Churehman*» Companion, 
Is. in cloth gilt; or separate^, in a packet. 



The Pitcher Plant. 

The Flax; the Uly. 

The Box ; the Palm Tree. 

Fern, or Bracken. 

Sea Wrack, or Kelp-maUng Focus. 

Willow. 



The Octk of Old England. 

The Rose. 

Scarlet Pimpemd J Flower of Tan. 

Games with Plants. Parts I. & II. 

Plants Insects live in. 

WoodSonrel; Sfmdew,orCatcbflj. 



THE TWO BIRTHDAYS, AND OTHER TALES. A 
Packet of Six small Reward Books, I7 the author of '* Harold, a 
Ghost Story with a Moral." 6d. in packet or cloth. 



The Two Birthdays. 
Mary's Sorrow. 
" I wish." 
The Little Pharisee. 

One Fenny. 

In packets of 0, price Sd. 
Allotment Ground 
Cicely aod Agnes 
First Shilling 
Root of Bitterness 
Sunday in the Country 
What is Liberty? 

How to be a Martyr 
Hymns for Infant Children 
Questions on Christian Doctrine 

and Practice 

T^iropence. 

In Packets of IS. Price 9s. 
Brother's Sacrifice 
Cat and her Kittens 
Dishonesty 
Dumb Boy 
Few Prajrers and a Few Words 

about Prayer 
How to be Useftd and Happy 
"I am so happy'* 



Carelessness sometimes Dis- 
honesty. 
Bessy and the Sheep. 



IJttle Lace Girl 

Little Stories for UMe Children 

Margaret Hunt 

Ravens 

Sprained Ancle 

Two Sheep 



Annandale 

Boy Martyr 

Child's Mission, The 

Elements of English History 

Lucy Ford 

Mary Wilson, or Self-Dcaial 

Minnie Haslem 

Olga, the Russian Slave 

Pattie Grahame 

Prize, The 

Rose Eglinton 

Stray Donkey, The 

Story of a Primrose 

Story of a Promise tliat was ke|t 

Tale of a Tortoise 

Thrift 
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Threepence. 

Blind Curate's Child. 

Coaper*B Few Hints to Mothers 

Paisy 

Easy Catechism on the Old Test. 

Explanation of Scripture Terms 

Glimpse of the Unseen 

Hannah and Alice 

Hymns for little Children 

Lessons for eyery Day in the We^ 

Life of Dr. Allestree 

London Pride 

Maurice Favell 

Midsammer Day 

Moral Songs 

Neale's Hymns for Children. 

1st Series 
Ditto snd Series 

Ditto Srd Series 

Narrative Hymns 

Phoebe, or the Hospital 

Primroses 

Sampson, the Fisherman 

Selection from Ancient Church 
Hymns 

Silent John 

Willy Morgan 

Fourpence, 

1st Seribs.— In a Packet of 19, 4s. 

Annie's Graye 

Beating the Bounds 

Bonfire 

Cottage in the Lane 

Dronlcard's Boy, The 

Hallowmas £▼• 

Mary Cooper 

Pancake Bell 

Railroad Boy 

Robert Lee 

Singers, The 

Sunday Walk and a Sunday Talk 

Wake, The 

SndSvRiss. — ^In a packet of 13,4s. 

Christian Heroism 
Consolation, or Benefits of Inter- 
cessory Prayer* 
Day's Pleasure 
Dream of S. Perpetoa 
Ellen Meyrick 
Flora and her Children 
Legend of S. Dorothea 
Little Miners 
Little Willie, the Lame Boy 



Miss Peck's Adrentures 
Secret, The 
Siege ai Nisibis 
"nry Again 



Alice Parker 

Annie Merton 

Autumn and Spring 

Bereavement 

Choristers of S. Mary's 

Christian's Converse 

Comelie ; or. Self- Will 

Churchyard Gardening 

Easy Lessons on Church Services 

Ditto on Festivals and Fasts 

Forsaken 

Gabriel's Dream and Waking 

George Malingrs 

Harold, a Ghost Story 

Holystone, or the Two Penitents 

Homeck*s Priinitive Christians 

Hugh 

John Borton 

Land of Flies 

Laura T. 

Legend of S. Christopher 

Little Mary; or, the Captain's 

Gold Ring 
Little Ruth Gray 
Lost One Found 

Mangin's Catoch. on the Church 
Memcdr of Helen Inglis 
My Dream 

My Godmother's Letter 
Neale's Two Huts 
Newland's Village Clubs 
Old Oliver Dale 
Our Little Kathleen 
Pay next Week 
Perseverance 

Pitney's Cottage Economy 
Pride of Rose Lynn 
Ruth Digby 

S. John the Evangelist's Day 
Sibyl Marchant 
Smith's Church Catechism illus* 

trated 
Strength and Weakness 
Sunday of the People in France 
Tale of a Cotton Gown 
The Error Corrected 
Upward and Onward 
Walter the Convict 
Ways of overcoming Temptation 
Willie Grant 
Worshipping the Lord in \ht 

Beauty of Holiness. 
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Aay, the King's Du^^itcr 
Bettf Cornwell and ba 

childjen 
Bird-keeiiiog Boj 
Book for FUries 
Braiiianl's Joamey 
Catechism of the Holy D«fs 
Cluuley's Tkip to the BtaiA 

Moantain 
Charlotte Drew's Plndi 
ChUd*s Baptisnial Name 
CbofSster's FlaU 
Oiristmi Child's Book. Ftetsl. 

and II. 
Cornerstone 

DaUj Life of the Chiistiaa Child 
Dotj; or, the Heroes of Bala- 

klara 
Devotions for Schoolboys 
Easy Tsles for Little ChiUicn 
Edirard Tmeman 
Everlastingr Hills 
Fair and the Confirmation 
Father's Hope 
Force of Habit 
Friends, The 

Garden in the Wilderness 
George Faster the Page 
George Tomer 
Gerhard's Meditations 
Grandfather's Christmas lUe. 
Harriet and her Sister 
Harry and Walter 
Harry and Archie. Parts I. & IL 
Honor Delafont 
Hymns for Uttie Children 
Hymns on the Catechism 
Is it the best? 
Island Choir 

Johns* Easy Dictation Lessons 
Joy in Duty. 

Last Sleep of the Christian Child 
Legend of Golden Water 
Legend of the Land of Flies 
Little NeUy 

Little Annie, or Michaelmas Day 
Little Stories for Little Children 
Little Walter, the Lame Chorister 
Lives of Englishmen. I st Series 
Ditto snd Series 

Lucy Parker 

Making np of the Jewels 
Manual for Confirmation 
Mary Mansfield 
Michael the Chorister 
Midsummer Eve 



BT J. MAbf»*«y 

Mime's Joomal 



Monro's Kannj 



My Christmas H< 

Mystery of Marking 

Neale"s Hymns for tte Bck 

N^lected Opportunity 

Netty Upton 

Never too Late to Mend 

Nine Shillings a Week 

Old Betty. Part I. 

Old Betty. Part II. 

Old Woman's Story 

Old William, or the liongcst Day 

OUve Lester 

Path of Life 

Penitent's Path 

Peter NoUe, the Royalist 

Philip Bezant 

Plain Reading Lessons ftom 

Scripture Histmy 
Poems on Old Testament Sub- 

Jects. Parts I and II. 
Portioos of the Psalms 
Post-ofllce Window 
Precioos Stones of the King's 



Preparing the Way 

P rog re s s of the Church since the 

Reformation 
Rachel Ashbum 
Ready and Desirous, or a Lent's 

Lessons. 
RecoUectionsofaSoldier'sWidow 
Ruth Osborne 
Self.Devotkm 

Seven Corporal Works of Mefcy 
Seven Spiritual Works of Mefcy 
Shepherds of Bethlehon 
Sister's Care. By the Author of 

*' Michael the Chorister** 
Sister Rosalie 
Stone's, Mrs., Angels 
Stories on the Loan's Prayer 
Sunset Reverie 
Susan Spellman 
Snnsetting; or. Old Age in its 

Glory 
Susanna 

Ten Commandments in Verse 
The Two Friends 
Threefold Promise and Threefold 

Blessing 
Trebursaye Sdiool 
Verses for Church Schools 
ViUage Story 
Yonng Chorcliman*a Alphabet 



ALDER80ATE ST., AND NEW BONO ST. 



45 



Sixpence. (Continued.) 

Yoxmg Angrlers of Vichj 
Young Soldiers, bds. 

Eightpence. 

Bi8hop*8 Visit 

Edna Grant 

Finchley Manual — ^Needlework 

Johns* Easy Dictation Lessons, cl. 

Kettlewell's Companion for the 

Penitent 
Iiow's Translation of the Holy 

Scriptures 
M11man*s Voices of Harvest 
Moral Songs, paper cover 
Nelson's Guide to the Holy Com- 
munion 
Nurse Amy 
Taylor's Death, Judgment, Hea. 

ven, and Hell 
The Twins ; or Thy Will be done 
Violet, a Tale for Easter-tide 
Wilkins* Lecture on Early Church 

History 
Wilkins' Church Music 

Ninepence. 

Cousin Rachel. Four Parts 

Ken's Practice of Divine Love 

Life of Bishop Bull 

Life of Jones of Nayland 

Milly Wheeler 

Progress of the Church since the 

Reformation, cloth 
Sanderson's Christian Content- 

ment 
Tower Builders 
Treasure Keeper 

Tenpence. 

Finchley Manuals, Cooking 
Ditto, Gardening 
Ditto, Household Work 
Ditto, Domestic Fowls 
Lives of Englishmen. 3rd Series 
Mystery of Marking, cloth 
Portions of the Psalms, cloth 

One Shilling. 

Amy, the King's Daughter, cloth 
Bessie Gray, cloth 
Biddy Kavanagh, &c. 
Birdkeeping Boy, cloth 
Book of Anecdotes 
Book of Church History 



Brainard's Journey, cloth 
Consecration and Desecration 
Castle on the Rock 
Catechism on the Incarnation. 
Charcoal Burners 
Child's New Lesson Book 
Christmas Dream 
Christian Child's Book, cloth 
Christmas Eve, and other Poems 
Christmas Present for Children 
Commentary on the Seven Peni- 
tential Psalms 
Conceited Pig ; illustrated 
Cosin's Private Devotions 
Devout Chorister 
Drop in the Ocean 
Doctrine of the Cross illustrated 
Edward Trueman, cloth 
Enthusiasm not Religion 
Fanny's Flowers 
Flower's Classical Tales 
Flower's Tales of Faith and Pro- 

vidence 
Follow Me 

Fox's Noble Army of Martyrs 
Flowers and Fruit 
Gentle Influence 
Gresley's Treatise on the Church 
Harry's Help 
Hatherleigh Cross 
Higher Claims 

Hill's Stories on the Command- 
ments, First Table, cloth. 
Hopwood's Child's Geography 
Hymns for Little Children, cloth 
Hymns on Scripture Characters 
Hymns on the Catechism 
Johns' Questions on the Penta- 

teuch 
Knight and the Enchanters 
Life of Bishop Andrewes 
Life of Bishop Wilson 
Life of Dr. Hammond 
Little Annie and her Sisters 
Little Gardeners, cloth 
Meeting in the Wilderness 
Michael the Chorister, cloth 
Midsummer Eve, cioth 
Midsummer Holida ys 
Milman's Voices of Harvest, cl. 
Mllmau'sWay through the Desert 
Monro's Dark River, limp cloth 
Monro's Combatants, ditto 
Monro's Revellers, &c., ditto 
Monro's Vast Army, ditto 
Monro's Journey Home, ditto 
Monro's Dark Mountains, ditto 
Monro's Lelia 
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One Shilling. (Continued) 
Monro's Harry and Archie, com- 

Monro's Pascal fhe Pugrim 

Moral Songs, cloth 

Neale*s Hymns for Children, cu 

Neale's Hymns fw the Sick, el. 

I7eale*s Christian Heroism 

Neale's Christian Endurance 

Old Court House 

Paget's S. Antholin's 

Patrick's Parable of the Klprlm 

Pearson's Home Tales 

Phipps* Catechism on Scriptures 

Poems on Old Testament Sub- 
jects. Part I. and II. d. 

Prisoners of Craigmacaire 

Scholar's Nosegay 

Shepherd of the Giant Mountain 

Sister's Care, cloth 

Sister Rosalie, cloth 

Snowdrop, The 

Steps to the Altar 

Stories on the Beatitudes 

Story of a Dream ^ ^, - 

Stretton s Church Catechism Ex- 
plained , - 

Stretton's Catechisms, cloth 

Stream, The 

Tales of the Empire 

Treatise on the 84th Psalm bound 

Verses with Pictures. Packet. 

Voyage to the Fortunate Isles 

Was it a Dream ? and The New 
Churchyard 

Conversations on the Church Ser- 
vice, 18. 3d. , H. .1^ 

Heygate's Manual. 1/, 1/3, 1/4. 

Paget's Rich and Poor. 2 Parts, 
IS. 4d. each. 

Tracts for the Working People, 
doth, is. 4d. 

One and Sixpence. 

Agnes Brown 
Art of Contentment 
Beatrice 

Charcoal Burners, cloth 
Charlton's English Grammar 
Child's New Lesson Book, cloth 
Christian Servant Taught, Pt. I. 
Ditto, Part II. 

Christian Servant's Book 
Conv. with Cousin Rachel, I., 11. 
Qunsccration and Desecration 
"Sarly Friendship 
enthusiasm not Rdigion, clotb 



Epigrams, Sacred and Moral 

Fanny's Flowers, cloth 

Finchley Manual of Cooking. 
Best Editicm 

Frederick Gordon 

Going Home ^^^ 

Gresley's HolidayTales^atiircover 

Higher Claims 

Hymns for Public and Private Use 

Ivo and Verena, limp cloth 

Milman's Way through the Desert 

Parish Tracts, (5 Tales) cloth 

Poole's Churches. 

Pye's Ecclesiastical History 

Readings from Holy Scripture 

Reformed Village 

Robert Marshall, ftc, cloth 

Rockstro's Stories on the Com- 
mandments, Second Table 

Russell's Laysof theEarly Church 

Ruth Levison 

Stone's (Mrs.) Ellen Merton 

Stories on Proverbs 

Swedish Brothers 

Tales of the Empire 

Taylor's Life of Chexsi 

Vidal's Esther Merle 

Wakefield's Five Hundred Cha- 
rades fh>m History, &c. 

Was It a Dream ? uid tk» New 
Chnrohyurd, doth 

What we are to Belicv« 

Wilbraham's Kingdom of Judah 

WilUams* Ancient Hymns for 
Children 

One and Eigbtpenee. 

Fasts and Festivals 

Qresley's Clement Walton, stiff 

cover 

Qresley's Siege of Uchfidd, do. 

Qresley's Charles Lever, ditto 

Mossman's Glossary of Scrip- 
ture Words. 

Neale'8 Cburch Tour, Part I. 
Ditto P«rt II. 

Two Shillings. 

Adams' Silvio 

Adams' Creeslngham 

Arden's Manual of Catadietical 

lustimction 
Arnold's History of Ireland 
Bonn's Lays of the Hebrews 
Charity at Home 
Charles DaUawny 
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7wo Shillings. (Contiii.) 

Chitdren of the Chapel 
Christian Servant's Book, boand 
Christian Servant Taaght, Pt.III. 
Ditto Part IV. 

Charton's Lays of Faith and 

Loyalty 
Danster*s Stories from FToissart 
Flower's Classical Tales 
Flower's Tales of Faith and Pro- 
vidence 
Fox's Noble Army of Martyrs 
Fox's History of Rome 
Gresley's Forest of Arden,8tiffoo. 
Gresley's Choreh davering, do. 
Gresley's Colton Green 
Gresley's Holiday Tales, cloth 
Gresley's Henri de Clermont 
Heygrate's Godfrey JHvenant 

History of France 
History of Portug^al 

History of Scotland 
Hnpwood's Geography 
1 vo and Verena 
Jobns* History of Spain 
Johns* Collects and Catechising 
Ken's Practice of Divine Love 

Ken's Preparatives for Death 

Little Alice 

Lord of the Forest 

Lucy, the Housemaid, fte. 

Manger of the Holy Night 

Mary and Mildred 

Memoirs of an Arm Chair 

Minnie's Birthday 

Monro's Combatants 

Monro's Darli River 

Monro's Revellers, &c. 

Monro's Dark Mountains 

Monro's Vast Army 

Monro's Jommey Home 

Mrs. Boss's Niece 

Neale's Christian Endnimee 

Neale's Christian Heroism 

Neale's Deeds of Faith 

Neale's Evenings at Sackville 
College 

Neale's Stories from Heathen 
Mythology 

Neale's English History for Chil- 
dren 

Neale's Greece 

Neale's Mediaeval Hymns 

Our Christian Calling 

Paget's Milford Malvoisin 

Paget's Luke Sharp 



Paget's Hope of the Katxekopft 
Paget's Tales of Village Children 

Vol.1. Ditto, Vol. II. 
Poynings ; a Tale of the Revolu- 
tion 
Sacred History. Old Test. 
Sacred History. New Test. 
Scenes in the Lives of ClurlstiaD 

Children 
Smith's Devont Chorister, dotii 
Stories of Youth and Childhood 
Sunlight in the Cloads 
Tales of Crowbridge Workhouse 
Verses for the Christian Year 
Wakeflekl's Mental Exercises 



Two and Sixpence. 

Adams' Fall of Croesus 

Baron's Little Daughter and 

other Tales 
Cecil Dean 

Child's New Lesson Book, col. 
Christian Gentleman's Dally Walk 
Church Poetry 
Curate of Cumberworth 
Divine-Master 
Echoes of Old Cornwall 
Evans' Tales of the British Churdi 
Goodrich's Claudia 
Gresley's English Churchman 
Kempis' Soliloquy of the Soul 
Lives of Englishmen 
Loraine's Lays of Israel 
Loving Service 
Mirror of Young Christians 
Monro's Stories of Cottagers 
Neale's Egyptian Wanderers 
Neale's Lent Legends 
Neale's Unseen World 
Paget's Christian's Day 
Parish Tracts, cloth 
Pietas Metrica 

Poole'sChttrcfaeB,thehr structure, 

&c. (cloth) 
Rainy Momiogs with Aunt Mabel 
Snowball and other Tales 
Snowbound in Cleebertie Grange 
Sonnets and Verses 
Steps to the Altar, rubricated 
Stories for Christmas- tide 
Stone's Handbook to the Chris- 
tian Year 
Sylvester Enderby 
Tales of a Ixindou Parisli 
The Exiled Soul 
Tute's Champion of tbM Cross 
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Two and Sixpence. (Contin.) 

Villag:e Story for Village Maidens 
Walter the Schoolmaster 
Whytehead's College Life 
Churchman's Companiou. Vols. 
1. and II. 2s. Od. each. 

Three Shillings. 

Companion to Sunday Services 
Flower's Lucy Ashcroft 
Flower's Reading Lessons for 

Schools 
Gertrude Dacre 
Oresley's Frank's Trip to the 

Continent, stiff cover 
Lord of the Forest and his Vassals 
Neale's Stories of the Crusades 
Vidal's Home Trials 
Watson's Catechism on Common 

Prayer 

Three and Sixpence. 

Apple Blossom 

Alice Beresford 

Basil the Schoolboy 

Benn's Solitary) or, a Lay from 

the West. 
Birthday 

Church Floral Decoration 
Gresley's Charles Lever 
Oresley's Clement Walton 
Heygate's William Blake 
Life of Archbishop Laud 
Lucy and Christian Wainwright 
Lyra Sanctorum 
Maiden Aunt 
Neale's Duchenier or, the Re> 

volt of La Vendue 
Old Library and its Tales 
One Story by Two Authors 
Owlet of Owlstone Edge 
Pollard's Avice 

Scripture History for the Younff 
Trevenan Court 
Whiting's Rural Scenes 



Wilford's Master of ChurchiU 
Abbots 

The Churchman's Companion. 
Vols. III. to XXXVI. 

Four Shillings. 

Oresley's Bernard Leslie, Part II. 
Gresley's Church Claverios 
Gresley's Forest of Arden 
Gresley's Siege of Lichfield 
Hilary S. Magna 
Snmmerleigh Manor 

Four and Sixpence. 

Gresley's Bernard Leslie 

Oresley's Frank's Trip to the 
Continent 

Oresley's Coniston Hall 

Hicks* Lectures on the Incar- 
nation 

Ion Lester 

Five Shillings. 

Banbury's Evening^ in the Py- 
renees 
Chronicle of Day by Day 
Curate of Holycross 
Henrietta's Wish 
Jenkins* Cotemporary Annals of 

the Kings of Israel, &c. 
Memoir of Rev. R. A. Suckling 
Milman's Love of the Atonement 
Neale'6 Theodora Phranza 
Paget's Warden of Berkingholt 
Rockstro's Abbey Lands 
Rosa's Summer Wanderings 
S. Alban's -, or, the Prisoners of 

Hope 
Sunbeam, The 

Teale's Lives of English Divines 
Wilford's Play and Earnest 
WUliams' Altar, or Meditatioos 

in Verse 
Wynnes, The 



MEW TRACTS, ETC. 



LONDON PAROCHIAL TRACTS. 

I Cpnvcraicm, in Two Parte, ad., or 148. per 100. 

3 Bb One Ag1^n. An Earnest Entreaty from a Clergyman to l^s 

People to Unite in Public Worship. idU^ or 7s. per ioo. 
a The Church a Family; or. a Letter Arom a Clergyman to the Pa- 
rlshionors npim their Blessings and Duties as Mepibers €^ the 
Household of Gon. l^d., or lOs. 6d. per l6o. 

4 Advice to ClMnstian Paiente. . id., or 7b. per lOQ. 

t '*rtke Privilege of Daily ^irviee. id., or 7s. per lOO. 

6 The Church Service and Church Music, id., or 7s. per IM. - 

7 A Few Words to Choristers. ^., or 9s. 0d. per 100. 

8 The Mystery of Godliness. I'd., or 7s. per too. 

9 A Few more Words to Choristers, jd., or 8s. 6d. per 100. 

1 The Worship of the Body } beinir ^ Few Plain Words about a l*uin 

Duty. Id., or 7s. t>er too. 

11 The Use of Confirmation. 8d., or 148. per 100. 
19 On Almsgiving, ^d., or ss. 6d. per lOO. 

15 The Way to become Rich. |d., or ss. 0d. per 100. 

14 A Popular View of Anglo-Catholicism and Angrlo-Catholics. l d. 

16 On the Reverence we ought to show in the House of Gou. ,4d. 
Id On Unohastlty before Marriage. Id. or 7s. per 100. 

17 Amy, the Factory Girl, ^d., or Ss. 0d. per lOO. 

18 On Almsdeeds. ^d., or Ss. 8d. per lOO. 

19 How to fBpencl the Loao's Day Profitably. id*» or Ss. fid. per 100. 

20 ConditioniB of Prayer, id., or ss. fid. per 100. 

ai A Few Words to the Parente of National School Children, ^d. 
SS.; The Misery of Sfai. By tlie Rev. R. G. Boodle, id. 
SS The Danger of Sin. By U|e same Author. 1^. 

54 Hie Object of this life. By the same Author. Id. 

55 OnFaSting^. By the Rev. Frederick Poynder. Sd. 
S0 Thoughte on Turning to the East at the Greed, id. 

87 Bravery: What is it? id. 

88 A Watchman's Words in time of danger. Id. 

TRACTS ON CHURCH PRINCIPLES. 
1 On the Present Grievous loss of Christian Unity, id. 
8 On the Submistion Due to Lawful Authority. Id. 
a The Apostolic Succession, i^. 

4 The Apostolic Succession : An Anecdote, showing that all Persons 
hold the doctrine though they mav say they do not. l^d. 

6 What Place of Worship is it mp Duty to Attend ? l^d. 

On the right of calling public assemblies for Divine W<nr8hip. id. 

7 On the nature of a Sacrament, l^d. 

8 The Doctrine of BaptLsm. l^d. 

9 Op tlie Doctrine of the Holy Eucharist, l^d. 

10 Instructions for Confirmation, l^d. 

II On the Church, id. 

13 Reasons for behig a Churchman, lid. 

Nos. 1 to 12, doth, is. fid. 
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THE WAKEFIELD TRACTS. Familiar ConTerBatioiis on 
the Doctrine* and Pr«otfa9»*of tiie €hiir«h. 9aooad Seriea, 15 
Traets, Id. wh. 

POPULAR TRACTS, lUnstratiBg tlM Prayer Book of the 

Church of )tH|4aad« 
I The Baptismal Services. New EditioB. 9d. 
S The Dress of the Clet«tf wtthan Iltastnitioa. VeWMlfiim. sd. 
% JfM'BtiriMlBttrritt, l^ithaa Appendix on Modem BufteU, Mfontt. 
ments, Imd tpifakplllr, coataininjr Seven Detigui ftit HttDdBtones. 
aikd an AlpfaaMtfor fiiseriptibtta. Vd. 

4 Ite Ordinatitin S^rrteeli. 4d. 

PARISH TRAt(t$. In t toL, price 2f. ^d. elotk, «r in 
■cpaKBta parts. 

1 Wandering Willie, t^efiponhor. ^d. 

5 Dermot, the Unbaptixed. 8d. 

5 Old ilooert Gray. td. 

4 The Ministration of Ihiblic Baptlahi of lataiits to M aaed in tha 

Church. 4d. 

6 Short aad Simple Fortes of VvtiaUj Prayer. Sd. 

6 Short Instractlons and tteVbtibhs for the $ick. id, 

7 . A Word of Coanaal to ^e Parents of Children attsnrthif Buocbiil 

[Schools, id. 
g Little Bdxy. A V!Ua«re DTemolf. f&. 
9 Mabel Bnind. A Tale of tbeBorial Service. $d. 
10 A Plain Sermon respelbting Xjkjditathers and dbdmothers. id* 

Kes. 1, ), 8, 8, and o/botiddtdgethM, fM'p ddth, kt.'Bd. 

TRACTS FOR THE MIDDLE CLASSES. PeUbhed 
under the superihteftdenee of tiie Sddtt Ohvtfcfa inikm. 

I Why a Man may not Many hJaDeceeeedWile's Sister, 'id* 

5 On the Appointment of ttshofia. • id. 

8 On Edncattou. id. 

4 Catholic or ProtMtaoft ? dtf « . 

6 The Kingdom of Christ, id. 

6 Religions Liberty^ whtMt |i|/tt ? . I d^ 

7 They meant what they said, ai|id tliey did it. 

TRACTS UPON MATTERS OF CHRtStlAN PAtTH 
AM) DUTY. Edited by the ftev. Oaer Shiflby, MJL Id. 
«ach, or 7^- per 100, 10 pip. Svo., or 84 pp. 8'4mOi. 

1 OftheCalendsrofthelSeeliehChttrcai. 

8 Prayers on the Passion. 

8 Lives of the Black Letter 6aints. 

4 Prayers and Hymns before and after H^IyOoinftiimlba. 

6 Family Prayers for a Week i (Wms Ike ftri^er Bo6k. 
Hymns on the Holy Communion. 

7 Private Prayers for a Week. 

8 The Apostles* Creed. 

) Seasons of the Ckarok— Advent. 



4UMHUMI4TJI «V», Aim VSW. BOMB ST. tl 

BIBLE AND PRATER BOOK EXPOSITOR. Papers ob 

Holy Scripture uid the Book of OommoB Pmjrer, comxneDciny 
with two Sorlptanl Series, — on the Book of Genesis } and on the 
Acts of the Apostles as exemplifying the oonslMntion and asage^ 
of the Early Church. These Tracts are printed in large type. In 
9 Tols. eloth limp, price is. M. eaoh. 

FOUR-PAGE TRACTS, saited also for Tract Coyers. 
ss. Od. per 100, conpkto in wn4>per. fl4^ > 

1 Scripture Rules for Holy Living— 3 Baptism and Registration— 
a George Herhfi^-<4 Draaailand-^6 Songs for lAbonrera-^C Hain Di* 
rections for Prayer, with a few Forma^7 Reasona fov Daily Serricerr- 
8 EaUcr Soags-^o The Good Sheplwrd-riO Morning and Svaaiag 
Hymns— 11 A Few Reasons for Keeping the F»ats a»d Fcrtivals — 
19 The Chorck Calendar, 

BOYNE HILL. TRACTS. 

1 What mast I do to be aaved) 9d. 

S Conversion, sd. 

S The Bible and the Prayer Book. Hd« 

4 TbflChorriithePiUaroftheTmfth. lid. 

5 Prayer and Preaching. 2d. 

6 The Christian Pfiesftlioodl. 2d. 

TRACTS FOR PAROCHIAL DISTRIBUTION. By «b^ 

late Rev. E. J. R. Hagh^s, C^rati^ of Lytbe, and I^anctbn ll^lm^* 
Holy Baptism. 

On the necessity of flreqnenting the Holy Commnnion. 
What I would do were I a Sponsor. 
How to spend the Loan's Day profitably. 
What ought I tp do ip ord^^f to repeivQ the fiUl benefl^ pf public 

worship? 
Wliy I do 90t go to Meeting. 

Price Sd. i^e set, or lis. ^r loa 

ON 34PTISW, 

The Doctrine of Christian Baptism. 9y the Rev. J, R. W^ i^d. 

Holy Baptism. By the Rev. E. J. R. Hoghes. ^d. 

A Dialogue upon Baptism, sd^ 

Baptiw and Registration, i^ 

The. Holin^s of a Christian Cbi)d; being an Earnest Appeal to afl 

Christian Parents on tl)e Regeneration of their Childivn in the 

Sacrament of Baptism. Sd. 
The Temples of the Holt Ghost ; being a second B&mest Appeal tn 

Parents, sd. 
A Few Plain Words on Baptismal Regeneration. By the Rev. J. 

MUner. 6d. 
Bishop Jolly's Address on Baptismal Regeneration. 6d. 
Inftmt BaptisiQ. a I^etter to Anabaptists. Bv the Rev. H. Newland. id. 
A Manual for UnWptized Children preparatory to Baptism. 3d. 
4L Maoua} for Upbaptized Aidnlts preparatory to Baptism, sd. 
A Catechism : that is to say, an Instruction preparatory to Baptism to 

be learned by su^h as are of Riper Years, and able to answer for 

tiiemselves. 8d. 
Instmctions about Hp)y Baptism to Parent^ uid Sponsors. )d. 



WkiiftIwoidddo««reIa8poaMr. l«.9d.parlM. 
APlai0 8cnMMiraip0etfairGodtetlMna^Oo4MOllMn. 14. 
DcraottlMnalMipClnd. ad. 
WanderfaiC WilUe, tiM Sponor. »t 

The SpooMM's Dat7,far giTins to 8|rannn«k ttettaieof 
li. M. per IM. On cud, rnftrieated, id. 
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^ ^ ifcrO qitmw tfcw. Sf tiw B«r. J. m. WML l|d. 
Aa liHtnidlon OB CoiilliiiMrtion. Sd. 
TlwflcidortlieLoKD. A Gitoekini on CbotffMatian. Bjrtte 

•rBmHto. lid. 
Qneatloiis and Answen OB Oantanatiaii. id. 
InstraeCkmsaboatConflrBiation. id. 
TtacUteofCoBdimstton. By the Her. W. Grealeir. Id. 
A MbbbbI tor CMalbaam Uiif iiiiIIibmiI. td. 
Helps for Conlinnatloa and Flnt Cnminnninn. fld. 
Plain InstraettoBs ob O uBdii B ali on. Bf tiw Ber. O. K. Ryoae. Id. 
S9W9U DotiM folkwrlBg after OoBllrmetlnB. OncBnUld. 
The Laying on of Hands. 4d. 
Oetrchrtical Byerdse on the OonfliaMilion aerrica* BytteBa^.O.J. 

DaTks. 0d. 
GonteBatiant'tts Duties and lis PiMlafcs. AnAddicssbytlieBiBlMpL 

of Bzeter. id. 
Meditations on ConflnnatioB. By the Ber. K. lillman. ad. 
Derotions before and after Conftrmatloo. sd. 
Short Devotions for those nHio desire to be Condnned. Id. 
A llannal for CanflrmatSan and First Conunanion. By the Rer. &. A. 

Sodding. 0d. 
A QnSde to Confixnkation and Holy Conunanion. ByB.B. 6d..cIothad. 

Hie followinf have been printed separately for dSstribuUon to CMa- 
ehamens, from the Ber. H. Newland's Lectures on Conliniallon 
and Flnt Oommnnlon ;-~ 

Special Lectores on matters of Cansdenee, addressed to tiae Cste- 
chnmens and their Sponsors in the School-room or in the Chnreh 
on Week.day Srenings: with Qaestions for Sctf-eTsminstion oa 
the Commandments. 48 pagss, M. 

The Qaestions may be had separately. 

GonrerMtions. 1. The Meaning of Confirmation. S. The Use o^ 
Confirmation, a. Dangers of Habitual Confession. 4. Lead as 
not into Temptation. 6. The Loan's Sapper. 6. Sacramental 
Qrace. M pages, ad. 

Reads of Catechetical Instraction. Id. 

Hymns for Qonfinnation. Id. 

Letter on Infant Baptism, id. 

Certificates of Baptism, Jkc. For pasting into Pnyer-Books, fte. 
9s. fid. per 100. 

Lecture on the Communion Senrice, delivered in ttie week precediDg 
the Celebration. Sermon at the Celebration of the Hcdy Com- 
mnolon. The Church, a Sermon addressed to those who were 
lately Cstechumens, but who, having been Coofirmed, have Just 
been admitted to their First Communion. 94 pages. Sd. 

Rxamination Papers, ftforls. 
'Onfession as it is In the Church of England. 4d. 
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ON HOLT OOMMUNXON. 

Tbm Doctrine of tiw H6I7 Eachariat. By the Rev. J. R. Weit 1^. 
Thoagbts about Holy Commanion. Re^inted ftom ttie ** Old Ctawrch 

Porcb." 9d. 
A Beir Plftin Wofds on the OiBee of Holy Commonloii* sd. 
The Teaching of the Holy Scripture concerning the Loiu>'« Sapper. Sd. 
The Christian Sacrament and Sacrifice, from the Woifcs of the Rev. 

John Wesley. Edited by the Rev. W. Oresley. 8d. 
Tbe Scriptural Dootrliie of the HoJ^ Commanlon. By (he Rer. W. 

Kevins. 8d. 
The Necessity of Frequenting the Holy Commnnton. By the Rev. 

B. J. R. Hughes. 4d. 
Some Instmetltnia on l&e Holy Communion. Id. 
Reasons for Partaking of the Sacrament of the Bo^ and Blood of 

CeaisT, and Reasons for not Partalcing. id. 
Sacramental Remembrances, preparatory, and persuasive to Holy 

Oommnnion. id. 
An Earnest Address on Frequent Communion, especially addressed to 

tiie Lately Confirmed. Id. 
A Few Words liller First Communian. By W. N. G. ^d. 
A Manual for Communicants, being an Assistant to a Devout and 

Worthy Reception of the Holy Commohion. Sd., rubricated Od. 
A Guide to the Eucharist. 4d. 
Tbe Eueliaristic Month. 8d^ cloth Is. 
A Manual, containing Directions and Suitable Devotions forttiose who 

remain in Church during the Celebration of tlie Holy Communion* 

but do not Communicate, fid. 
Litany for the use of Communieants. Sd. 
Litany of the Holy Eucharist, ^d. 
A Fonn of Self-Ezamination, with Prayers prepaxatory to the Holy 

CommanioD. 2d. 
Prayers to be used Ccur some days before and after the Holy Comma* 

nion. Sd. 
Prayers and Hymns before and after Holy Communion. By the Rev^ 

Orby Shipley, id. 
Hymns on the Holy Commnnion. By the Rev. Orby Shipley, id. 
A Few Words on the Blessed Sacrament of the Loan's Supper. Card Sd. 

MIS0BLLAKE0T7S TBAOTS. 

Abridgment of Christian Doctrine, ss. fid. per I0». 

Bible, and the Bible only, the Religion of Protestants. By the Rev. 

J. M. Neale. 4d. 
Catholic Reasons for rejecting the Modem Pretensions and Doctrines 

of the Church of Rome. By the Rev. Cecil Wray. Sd. 
Congregational Independents ; an Inquiry into their Faith and Practice. 

By the Rev. H. Wray. Sd. 
Church and the Bible, id. ■ • 
ChunA of England the Best Church ; or, Fifteen Reasons for behig a 

Churchman. By Edwin Caudwell. 17th edition. Sd. 
Church's Shadow. By the Rev. R. Tomlius. lid. 
Coming Again. A Tract on Aavent Sanday. id. 
Daily Reflections for the Week before Easter, fid 
Day is at Hand: A Tmctlbr Advent. Id. 
Do yoa remember AscenMon Day? ss. fid. per 100 • 
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Directkms for keeping Lent Arigrht. Ss. 6d. per lOO. 

Doe and Lowtj Rcrcrcnce to be 4oa» tatf ailatthencBtim of 

Half Name of Jsave in the ttme of Mvine Service, id. 
Eameet ExhortatiaD to Confeaelon, addresaed to all ft*'*^— — who 

lunrincgiievoaity oitaded Uw IMvine ll^»iilj. linaira Uj n iiUiaw ii 

to deatior the bated Faat. ad. 
g»planatin» of tlie Commtnation Segytea. By tho Bev. H. ]}a»wol]« 

Price Id. 
IMtboadWerfcsj o«, the TeacbinK eT tiieBtttetheTrarMii^ o€ the 

Cbarcb. 4d. 
SeirWania About isatec to CbnrA. ^. 
Few Plain Woeda t^boal whaXeterj Chriatian e«gli* to know, heBvre* 

and do in order to be saved, id. 
V^w Plain Wonb to LaboorfeasLada. id. 
Few Plain -Worda to Labouinff Lada aboot tbaftr Work* id. 
BawPlabiWordato-LalionriHgLadaa^ontthairliiaiiieThMe. ul. 
Few Plain Words about the Apoetottcal Soooeaiian. . Br the B«e. J. 

ifihicr. 9d. 
Scgpei to Ditto. Sd. 
Few Words addresied ton WomaiiaAavChildWitt. Sd. 

ii^twi to Ditto. 4d. 
Harvest Festivnl at LUbKMdc id. 

HInta on the Fomiation of Bible Classes. Bjr ilie Ber. W. Bnird. 3d. 
Important Tmtlis for In^Kurtant Times : the Bible* the Praqrer Book, 

mnd4he OhaRih. Bf the Bev. A. J. PIgott. Ad. 
Inereaae of Bofnanlsm to Bogtend. J^theRer.HsmrfNewlaDd. 3d. 
Jesnitisa in ttie Chor^. A brief address to Charehmen^ pointing 

ont tlie tme Quarter in wldcta, if anjr wlMre, we are now to took 

for It. Id. 
KetflewdU's (Ber. J.) DIreetlons for a Holy and Happy Dcaflh. 9d. 
Law of the Anglican Church the Law of the Land. ad. 
Lettvef Adirice to ail the members of theCharch of Bngland to eoaaa 

to tiie Divine Service, Morning and Evening, every Day. id. 
Letter to tiie Members of the MefhDdlst Society to the Pariah of -—^. 

From the Clergyman of the Parish. 9d. 
liOatSlsfcers Pound. ThreeTmets for diatribatioa among the F\aBen. ad. 
Meditations for Passkm and Hdy Weeks. ByB. B. id. 
One Mind and One Month. A Tract for English Chorchmen. Sd. 
'*One and All}** or the Disiotegration of Society, and some of its 

Bemedies. By the Bev. H. Kewland. id. 
Ptayer Book of the Cborch of England, and its Forms and CoremonieB. 

An Address by ttie Bey. A. 4. Pigott. 6d. 
Plea for United Besponding in the PnbUc Wocahip of Gon. Bj 

the Bev. J. F. Hodgson. Id. 
Ptose where Prayer was wont to be made^ being the Prayer Bodk'b 

Plea for Dai^ Prayer to the Chureh. By the Bev. B. Tomlins. l^d. 
Plato Ofaservatioaie npon the lUght of Private Jodgment. 9d. 
Plea for Sisterhoods. By the'Bishop of Brechto. Sd. 
Poems for Yomig and Loving Hearts. By the Bev.Edmund WoiIledgSb 

Price 4d. 
" Paseybm" (falsely so called) not a Popish Bane, but « CathoUe 

Antidote. 4d. 
Beasons for betog a Ghorphman. JHytheBev. J.B,We8t,M.A. 4d., 

cheap edition, l^ 
Short HUtoiy of the Mormonites, with an Accoont of the Beal OrigiB 

oftheBookofMormon^ ^theBev.^lohnFjrcter sd. 
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Saying Faith yiewed In refemioo to tlM teactaing ol the Rer. R. Aifken 

and others. 8d. 
Mf-Denlal. A Tract for Lent. Id. 
BiBters of Mercy in the Church of England. Sd. 
Social Sin, the. Id. 
Spirituai Wedlock ; a ftiU aceonnt of the Nature of Chriatian Marriage. 

Price 3d. 
Sfna of Unchaetttj/thefar JudgnoeotB, Conaequencee.and Condenmatloa 

in Holy Scripture. By the Rev. W. J, Stracey* 4d. 
Songs and Ballads for Maauflactttrers. By tbe ftey. J. M. Keate. 8d. 
T«aehiDg of the Meeting House, and the Teadiing of the C%nreh. A 

Dialogue. 4d. 
Ttaee Plain Answers to the Ouestion— Why are yon a Member of the 

Church of England? By the Rev. T. Feuton. Id. 
Thoughts On Christian Brotiierhoods. ^d. 
Unity. A Lecture delivered befon iHssenters and o^hei*. By the 

Rev. R. F. W. Molesworth. Srd edition. 4d. 
Wh«t the Bible says Co Servants. ByJ.E.V. 1^. 
What must 1 do to be Saved? Ud. 
Why do not the Wesleyan Methodists Join the Chnreh of England 

when she is so wiUfing to receive them? Sd. 
What Plan of Salvation has the Church of England taught her Chll. 

dren ? By a Laytaan. Id. 

r 

0£BTIFZCATS 0ABS8 OP OOKFZ&KATIOH, At. 

A Memorial of Baptlfttn, CohHrmalion, iEuid ttoly Communion. With 

Illustrations in Chromo- Lithography, on hd'ge card stOtable lOr 

framing, is. 0d. j in outline, plain, for illominating, Sd. 
The Conflrmatlon Medal. Od. 
Ccrtillcates of OonflrmatioB and Holy Comm«nloii. Rrinfted in red 

and black, id., or 78. per 100} strong Paper cloth Envelopes for 

ditto, 4s. per 100. Parchmeirt ditto, s^. each. 
Certiflcatea of Baptism, Confirmation, and First Communion. On a 

large Card. Sd., or Us. per too. 
Gartiieafee of ConHnnation and Coosm«nion« on a beaatlfaUy Ania. 

mented large Card. Sd. ) nlae new desigiK 3d. 
Card for admission to Confirmation, sa^ dd. per iOO. 
A Prayer after Conflrmatlon. l d. 
Certificates of Baptisms and Burials. Ss. 6d. per 100. 
Certificates of Marriages. 8s. dd. per 100. 
Parchment Registers of Baptisms, Marriages, and Bwiala for the 

Registration Oflice. 
Ditto on Paper for the Vestry. 
School Ghedc Card. 8s. id. per 100. 
Notice of Baptism. Ss. (id. per 100. 
My Duty at the time of Confinement. Ss. 6d. per 100. 
Plain Reasons for worshipping God in lUs Temple. Id. 
How to Spend Sunday Well and Happily. Id., or 7S' per 100. 
Address to Parents of Children at National and Sunday SchooJa. Id. 
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Hie Greed, as eztemanjr wt fartii and enfcvced bj ttie Church 

ddendar. Id. 
PkiTate Derodoos for Chfldrcn. Id. 
Ten Reasons why I love mj CkaatiA, and Ten Bcaaoas why I lore my 

. Prayer Book. 1^. 
Tta Plain Reasons yihsf I lore my Bible, l^d. 
Perotfoos^for the time of Dressingr. 1 |d. 
-Devotfoas for the time of Vndnwdng, i|d, 
The Dii^ Life of the Christian Child. Id. 
The Last Sleep of the Christian Child. Id. 
Harmoi^ of flie W<Aj Week. 1 d. 

A Challenge tor DUsenters of whatever denominatton. Ss. per 100. 
Directions for the Lord's Day, Ss. per lOO. 
InfiuDt Baptism a Moral Certainty. Is. pd. per 100. 
A Score of Doabts. is. 9d. per 100. 
The Bishop of New Jersey on tlie Offertory, is. dd.perlOO. 

LEAFLETS, &e. 

Bj the Rer. J. S. B. MoirsBi.1., LL.JX, 

'* Blest Sign of Man's Redemptian." Vexses on the Croea. 4d. pel 

doxen.. 
Ditto on large card with Photograph of *' Faith." 6d. 
Ko Sect on Earth i a Seqnel to " No Sect in Heaven." Id. 
Vcises on Lent. 4d. per doz. 

3D 

1 tivnn " His Light my Guide." On Card. id. 

^ M ^ Ditto set to Music by Dr. Gaontlett. On Card. 3d. 

.J 



Prayers before and after Service. 4d. per doz. 

Venes on the Player Book, with space for date of Bap t i sm, Confirma- 
tion, and Holy Commimlon. 4d. per doz. 
On Behavioor at Church. 4d. per doz. 
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